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IN THREE ACTS. 
1 When Females dare poetie War to wage, . 
And lerdly May wich their own Arms, engage, 
You critic Wits ſhould ne er the Field diſpute,” 8 
But praiſe, where Pralſt is due, or elſe be mute; R 
For when the Weakneſs Iles on Woman's Side, 
Fo GI be 9 Pride, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


: IxpRESSED with the deepeſt ſenſe of gratitude 


for the ſingular honor canferred upon me by the 


general encouragement I have received from the 

liberal Subſcribers to this trifling work.—T joyfully 
embrace this public method of rendering them my 
ſincereſt thanks, and beg their ſtill further indulgence 
in regard to the numerous errors with which the 
piece abounds.— The confined ſcale of a female's 
education, will, I truſt, in ſome meaſure ſoften 
the criticiſms of a minute peruſal, which other- 
wiſe would infallibly ruin the credit of a young 
Authoreſs, before her productions have wen the. 
ſtamp of public approbation. = 


Whatever circumſtances may occur to induce me 
| hereafter to try the ſucceſs of my literary purſuits, 0 

they ſhall always be attended by that conduct which 
can alone enſure ſucceſs to the moſt eſtabliſned 
writer, a perfect wiſh to act in uniſon with nature, 
and the moſt ardent endeavour to merit the kindneſs 

I have already ſo bountifully received. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


EARL or OrmonD, 
SIR WILLIAM HAR GRAVE, 


LoxD MARchMON T. | | 
Loxn MarxcamonT, {ons c the I 


HExRY MarcnionT, 

Cox ox EL GRENVILLE, 

Jack COURSER, | 

Corry, * Farmer, 

ViLLars, Servant to Lord Marchmont, 
 AnNTOIxE, Servant to Henry. 


Lany Harrier, Daughter ) 2 | 
Lapy CanorixR, Nicce i os = BR, 
Daxvzrs, 8 j Conagers 
EuxLIIxE, f 

Pho xz, a Farmer's Daughter, 
REaPeRs, &c. 


SCENE, 


The Village of Hargrave, alternately with Ormond Caſtle. 


VILLAGE 


VILLAGE MAID. 


ACT * 


The Seems diſcovers, in the back Ground, the ſetting Sun, 
a little Hamlet ſurrounded by Corn- Fields; loads of Hay 
carrying home on one Side; on the other enter COLIN, 


 EMMELINE and PHOEBE, with Gleaners and Reapers, 


who are joined by DANVERS, who ſat ſpinning at the Door 
of her Cottage. | 


COEIN. 


| T. the ſun-ſet of eve from the a of day, | 
Still our toil we purſue with encreafing delight; 
With a flaſk of brown ale we ſcorn ſol's piercing ray, 
And the fair, while they glean, ſmile content at the ſight: 
When our work is concluded, we dance, ſing and play, 
And at night crown with pleaſure the labour of day. 


Tune the reed, and ftrike the lyre, 
Foot it o'er the verdant green; 
Haſte to greet, with fond deſire, 
The nimble-footed ſylvan queen. 


Chkorus.— Tune, &c. nol 
8 —_— 
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2 
Dance by Characters; then Exeunt all but EMMELINE, 
__ * CoLin, and DANvERs, who retires to the Wheel. 


Emme. How came it ſo late ere you join'd us this even- 
ing, Colin? you that are generally the firſt ! 

Colin. True! but as T was quitting the field, poor 
farmer Ploughſhare was taken ſo ill, that I was loth to 
leave him till I had ſeen him home. 

Emme. I heard Phcebe ſpeak of it wich concern; poor 
girl, ſhe was uncommonly ſerious. 

Calin. Ves; 1 could ſcarcely perſuade her to join the 
dance; but the kind old farmer inſiſted on her doing fo, 
as his illneſs proceeded only from fatigue, which he ſhould 
ſoon recover. | 

Emme. The gratitude which is Jus to you from me, 
Colin, cannot make me look on your conduct to that 
good girl but in its true light. Phœbe poſſeſſes native 
ſimplicity, a beautiful perſon, and an angelic diſpoſition,— 
O Colin! Colin! to trifle with a valuable heart is not 

acting like yourſelf, I am aſtoniſhed that a man of feeling 
ſhould fo deeply wound an amiable woman. | 

Colin. Why do you enforce my engagement to her, 
when you know I'm devoted to you alone? Till you 
returned from France I knew not what love was; and 
think you, Emme, it would be honorable to marry 
her, merely to fulfil my promiſe, by which I ſhould not 
only make myſelf miſerable, but her wretched, in giving 
my hand where my heart can never place its affection! 
No, Emme, you are the ſole object of my choice, and 
from you alone I can expect happineſs. | 

Emme. I fear the motives of your miſery, as you are 
pleaſed | to term it, were ar more urgent than any con- 

| ſideration 


— 
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ſideration towards the poor deluded girl. But however, 
on this ſubject I will not hear you. 

Colin. Nay, no more of this, dear Eciaeling, 2 cenſure 
from -the perſon I adore, appears more harſh than the 
ſevereſt frowns of fortune. Believe me, I feel n no o hap- 
pineſs equal to your ſmile. 


ENTER Henry. 


Hen. ( aſide) Happy Ruſtic '—Smile ! the lovely Emme- 
line ever ſmiles; and, like the ſun, ſheds her bright in- 
fluence o'er the admiring world; her breath more fragrant 
than an aromatic gale; her voice ſweeter than philomel's 
enchanting notes, which add freſh tranſport to the liſt'ning 
ear, —My ſervice to you Danvers. —_— _ look 
wond”rous fair this evening. 

Danv. (coming forward) Your honor forgets the differ- 


| ence between yourſelf and my poor child, when you ſpeak 


thus. 
Hen. No, faith, Danvers, I wiſh I could. (fighing.) 
Emme. Indeed, I am fo accuſtomed to thoſe high-flown 


compliments from Mr. Marchmont, that 1 are become 


as familiar as © your ſervant, or how are you.“ 

Hen. Pho, pho; Danvers, ſhe has been to long ac- 
cuſtomed to the volatile diſpoſition of my ſiſter and myſelf 
to mind what we ſay; *tis a thouſand pities I have not 
a ſecond ſiſter to join in the penſeroſa, with my brother 
Frederick; would they not be a charming couple, Emme- 
line? O farmer! our family is much indebted to you. 2 

Colin, For what ? an't pleaſe your honor. 
Hen. Your ſervices to this worthy cottager, and her | 


lovely daughter, —PFaith Danvers, I believe you ſtole this 


5 2 5 ſweet 
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ſweet maid; you can never be her mother ; though dere 


are the traces of a good face yet, and but for this dreſs 


you'd! look twenty years younger. 
Danv. Alas! I'm old, very old in adverſity, if not in 


years, your! honor. 


Hen. 1 always thought there muſt be ſome myſtery in 


your ſtory. I am ſure you were not always what you * 


pear to be at preſent. 

Danv. O my dear fir! woes like mine are too painful 

to admit of a recital. 15 5 
Hen. Hold, hold, Danvers, like a ſkilful "RAR 1 


never probe a — too deep, nor lacerate one which time 


alone can heal. ——Enweline, Lady Harriet wiſhes to ſee. 


you this evening; take her requeſt. (gives a note.) 
Emme. Shall I trouble you, fir, with my humble reſpects, 


2 and I will wait on her. 


Hen. Suffer e to be your Ceciſbea. 
Emme. I th k you, ſir, but a few moments attention 
are requiſite to my other; and Colin will * kind enough 


to ſee me acroſs the field. 


Hen. Tis but too evident ſhe loves him. (aide) Well, 
I ſubmit, but fail not to come, —Honeſt friends, good ; 
eyening.— Emme, adieu. | 
= | „ 
Danv. I'm glad, my dear, you did not accept his offer; ; 
he's a fine gay young fellow, and ſuch as him make an 
anxious mother tremble for her child. 
Emme. Do you doubt my prudence ? madam, | 
Danv. No, child, but he's tbo agreeable to paſs un- 


noticed by a young and ſuſceptible heart; ignorant of the 


— 


= many arts ungenerous men PR * the unſuſpect. 


ing 


— 
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ing e — Be cautious, that's all I require, Ems 


Come, Colin, will you lend an old woman your arm? 
I think a little walk will revive my ſpirits; we ſhall ſoon 


8 return. 


Exeuni Dean and Colin. 


Emme. Ves, my dear mother, I will be cautious of this 
too faſcinating Marchmont; would I were more blind to 
his merits; but hope ever to remain convinced of his 
errors, Faſhionable foibles may be deem'd trifling, but 
my heart dictates they are dangerous, and my ſtudy ſhall 
be to preſerve a rectitude of conduct, that under every 
affliction I may have this pleaſing conſolation, that how- 
ever wretched I may be, I have not merited to be ſo. 


Though fortune ſhuns my humble cot, 
And ev'ry ill each comfort drains ; 
J'll ſmile contented at my lot, 
While virtue in this boſom reigns. 


Conſcious of this, the rural ſports 
Will charm awhile dull care away; 
And as the bird her matins raiſe, 
Smile grateful on the infant day. | 
| | Exit. 


Jack CounsER Jus in, —_ after EMMELINE: | 


Cour. Ha ha ! egad, there's as pretty a tle Ally a as 
Pye: ſeen a long; time. c,—Hem—young woman! 


Rx-EnTan | 
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RE-ENTER EMMELINE. 


Now, what the devil ſhall I ſay to her — If ſhe does 
but underſtand fox-hunting——T ſwear, my dear, you 
have the prettieſt pair of are you fond of the chace * 2 

Emme. The chace, fir! 

"Cour. Aye, my dear ſweet creature; the chace is a ſort 
of a—a—damme if I could not talk all night to her. (taking 
Hold of her hand with ſigns of tranſport.) J ſuppoſe this 

is your houſe. —Ha ! my dear, wt, I ſay, no fuſty old 
guardian.— Ha! no.— | 

Emme. Indeed you are rude, fi. 

Cour. Rude! my ſweet little angel; no, I ſcorn to be 
rude to a woman.] am a young fellow of the firſt faſhion, 
with full pockets and an empty pate.—And though I am 
but a fly-blow of the times, damme if there's any harm 
in my whole compoſition.—I have virtue ſufficient to do 
a good action, and ſenſe enough not to be aſhamed of it, 

Emme. But why do you detain me? ſir. 

| Cour. To contemplate thy beauties, ſweet.— Perhaps 
with viewing thee, like Cymon, I may be converted. — 
Upon my ſoul you've a ſweet ſinging face. —Nay, nay, 
Im ſure you can ſing; come, give me a hunting ſong. 
Emme. *Tis not worth your acceptance, but ſince you 
deſire it. | | 


When your gay modern vids turn their thoughts to the 
chace, | | 
' And domeſtic concerns muſt to W give place; 
So noiſy their mirth, and groteſque is their mein, 
That a maid in their preſence ſhould never be ſeen. 
3 | | Exit running. 
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Cour. When! what the deuce is the matter with her 
now? O curſe me, if I give up the chace ſo, Hark for- 
ward, huzza, Tally-ho! 

| Exit after her. 


4 Room in the Caſtle.— Enter Loxd OrxMonD, Lorp and 
HENRY MarcnmonrT, and LADY HARRIET. 


Lord Or. I think I never ſaw ſo charming an atmoſ- 
phere; it ſeems to ſmile propitious on the morrow, to 
welcome the good fortune which awaits you; yet you 
alone, Frederick, ſeem diſcontented; tis downright 1 in- 
gratitude, boy, when all ſmile joy around you. | 

Lord M. (with a forced ſmile) Indeed I was not ſenſible 
of the alteration which your Lordſhip has remark'd. 

Hen. Or fir, vou ſhould conſider the turtle's never cheer- 
ful when abſent from its mate. | £ 
Lady H. Indeed, Henry, you quite miſtake the caſe; 
Frederick regards not Lady Caroline in the leaſt; he may 
ſigh for the gay circle he has juſt left, as his lordſhip is 
toute alamode de Paris, ever fluttering with the belles, 
tho? impenetrable to the ſofter paſſions. 

Lord M. You are a cruel girl, Harriet, to ſport with 
me thus, 

Lord. H. Indeed, my dear al it is W with 
you alone, that can bring you to a right uſe of your ſenſes. 

Lord Or. Vou ſeem to be in his ſecrets, Harriet. 

Lady H. Ves; papa, in pity I am obliged to be bis con- 
fidant, elſe the poor ſoul would have nothing but the winds 
and waves to make his moan to; and yet the ungrate- 
ful creature pretends he is wearied to death with my en- 
deavours to amuſe him, and bids me frequently be ſilent. 

| Lord A. I 
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Lord M. 1 think Lady Harriet would not ſhine leſs, 

| were ſhe to check a little of her volubility. | 

| . Hen. O ſir, his wife muſt be a demure ſaint, ſigh we 

Y | he ſighs, and ſmile but when he ſmiles. | | 

| | Hen. And only ſmile; a laugh would be inſupportable. 

5 Tord. M. You are both wrong —a wife for Frederick 
muſt be amiably cheerful, delicately gay; a ſoul capable 
of friendſhip's ſacred tie, to melt at the tale of ſorrow, and 
alleviate the pangs of the aſſſicted; with her hand ever 
ready to ſuppreſs their wants. — Her wit aint, but tem- 

pered with affability, _ | | | 

Lady H. Hold, my good ſentimental brother ; where 
will you meet with ſuch a Phoenix? If thoſe are > the re- 
quiſites I ſhall deſpair of a lady ſiſter. 

Lord. M. Such an one I already know, and one little 
fault, if corrected, would make your ladyſhip her counter- 
part; for were that volubility leſſened, my good ſiſter 

would riſe the very phoenix ihe would have me de- 
ſpair of finding. | 

Lady H. A pretty 3 wks; ; but I ſhall not 
be friends with you, notwithſtanding, for prefuming to 

cenſure my conduct. 

Lord. M. If that is the only thing nich! is to n 
me of your friendſhip, I have not much to fear from your 
ladyſhip's reſentment. | 

Lord Or. Suppoſe we were to try the power of muſic ; 5 

7 the ſweets of harmony have innumerable charms. 

Lady H. With all my heart, dear firs” come, Henry, 


you muſt accompany me. | 
Hen. ( bowing Tm your r ladyſhip' 8 moſt obedient, 


Will you chooſe your piece, my lord. 


| wo" Or. Your laſt new one, on iet, 1 think. 
oh Lapr, 


—— eres 
— OR 


{ . 


VILLAGE MAID. 9 


Lak Harriet goes to the Harpſichord, Henry leans on the 
back of boy chair, | 


Beth, —Undrawn' 8 the "OR mantle of the nl ist, 
And Cynthia too repays her borrow'd light; 
Whilft Phoebus mounts his radiant car of day, 
The warblers carrol their triumphant lay ; 
Each moment adds to his reſplendent beams, 
Now ſportive glittering o'er the playful ſtreams. 


Nature in ev'ry variegated form, 
Hails with new luſtre the beſpangled morn; 
Fair fancy yields her faſcinating pow'rs, 
To crown with mirth the intermediate. hours, 
Auroraꝰs graceful ſmiles around are feen, 
| In courts, in cities, and the village n | 


Lord Or. You 3 are much improve ſince I laſt heard you, 
Harriet. | 

Hen. (taking her hand) O ſir, can theſe elegant fingers 
ſtrike a diſcordant note; or thoſe coral lips give founds 
but heavenly harmony and love Don t you think T 
ſhould make an admirable lover ? For a brother it was 
incomparable. 

Lady H. Go, puppy; J ſhould really laugh to ſee you 
caught—'twould be a charming thing, for F rederick would 
then have a companion. 

Hen. Mine ſhall be ouly filken wk not harſh fotters, 
I aſſure you; for while others look on the blind deity as a 
tyrannic ſovereign, and ſtand trembling at his nod, Vu 


meet him as a friend, who' Il ſooth the anxious cares of 
WG... 4 life; 
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life; not fink into the penſeroſa's till I forget to love. 
That's living, my boy (Ariting Lord M. on the ſhoulder. )- 
Damme if I ſigh my youth away after any woman, be ſhe 
never ſo lovely. | 


PlI ever range the i free, 
From flower to flower PI ſip the honey, 
Light as the airy winged bee, 
Contentment e' er ſhall dwell with me: 
Love's W draught ſhall fill my bowl, 
But anguiſh neꝰ er ſhall touch my ſoul. 


Lord Or. Vour friends make it late, Harriet. 

Lady H. So think, papa; I hope no . een 
their journey. 

Hen. I'm of opinion, your Colonel and his lordſhip's 
Caroline have taken a northern inſtead of a weſtern route. 

Lady H. Eternally brooding over miſchief; but I have 
too good an opinion of my own charms to dread the 
power of another's. - Probably his lordſhip may feel a _ : 
unpleafantly. | 

Lord M. Believe me, my little rebel ofa fiter, Lady 
Caroline is free to act for herſelf—-whateyer plan ſhe pur- 
ſues T hope ſhe will experience that 8 E am on 
the point of giving up for ever. 
Lady H. Hold, hold, my dear defponding brother, not 
quite ſo faſt if you * truſt to _y and I will do ſome- 

thing for you. 
Lord Or. J am ſorry to find, Fredericks 1 s is a miſ- 
underſtanding between you; in town J paſſed it over as a 
mere trifle, but now you treat it with ſo ſerious an air it 
| quite alarms me,—l alk not the cauſe, but remember that 

5 Caroline 
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Caroline is the daughter of my ſiſter, a girl of exquilite 
ſenſibility and merit, and muſt not be treated with indif- 
ference. 

Lord M. If my behaviour has occaſioned my dear 
Caroline an uneaſy moment, I have ſuffered ten-fold an- 
guiſh.— But her conduct is ſo very reſerved that I cannot 
endure it; and my treating her ſo cavalierly in town was 

to find whether it was indifference, or a natural baſhfulneſs; 
the uncertainty of which renders me miſerable. - 
Hen. What, you are for a woman ſpringing into your 
arms, as a well-bred pointer does a covey of . in 
the air! 

Tord M. Lady Caroline ba in obedience to her 
father, gives me her hand, while a perfect indifference, or 
what is more torturing, her invaluable heart owns a pre- 

ference for another. And, though to that dignified' form 
and elegance of manners were a diadem to be annexed, 
I would not receive her without ſome aſſurance that I was 
the man of her choice. 
Lord Or. There ſpake Ormond in his ſon; * but ſee the 
lovely girl is croſſing the ſaloon. 


ENTER CAROLINE AND Ca GRENVILLE. 


(Lord M. bows 7 Lach Caroline, ſbe returns it coolly. ) 


- Lady C. (To Lord Or.) Dear ſir, how are you ?—Ah ! 
Harry, you may kiſs my hand if you think proper. 
* Hen, _ aured I will not omit ſo favorable an oppor- 
tunity. 
Lord Or. How are you, my dear Caroline? Well, 
PII be ſworn by the brilliancy of thoſe pretty ſparklers. 
hg 2 _— H. en. There's 
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Hen. There s anold man for your ladyſhip, 
Lady C. O fir, the earl was ever gallant. | 
Lady H. Dear Caroline, I'm glad you are come, we 


vere almoſt loſt for want of more company. 


Lady C. That's impoſſible child; you and — will 5 
never loſe your vivacity. 5 
Hen. Why, I believe her ladyſhip and myſelf are mo- 

derate; but for poor Fredericx 

| Lady C. (with affetted ſurpriſe) Bleſs me! iow long 
has your phyſicians given you over? I never ſaw you 
look fo ſhocking, | 

Lord M. I have not call'd in any yet, madam ; my 
Gon it will be neceſſary I know not. 74 

Hen. Your ladyſhip cannot conceive what havock this 
ſaid tyrant love makes among us young fellows. 

Lady C, Love! faid you, Henry! Can the gay, bril- 
liant Marchmont feel love's piercing arrows? No, No; 
while every fine face can attract his lordſhip' > attention, 
believe me, he'll never die of love, couſin, | 


ENTER SERVANT, wha ſpeaks to Lord Or. then Lo of toe 
gether . 


Lord M. (taking her hand) Yes, n s every fine 
face may attract my attentiqn, but it is one only can enſlave 
my heart. 

Lach C. ( — to free her hand ) Prithee, my lord 
tis a pity there are not the ſame ſweet attractions here as 
in town; your lordſhip appears to ſo much advantage, 
it is no wonder you look ill; Iam ſurpriſed how you can 
exiſt without * 

ES Lord Mt Cruel 
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Lord M. Cruel girl! does it afford you ſatisfaction to 


ſee me miſerable. 


Lad C. O ſir, were there another woman preſent, be- 
ſides a ſiſter, Caroline * not be honor'd with your 


attention. 

Hen. Tis really dreadful to be thus immur'd from the 
gay world in ſhady groves and ſilent dells ; faith I ſhould 
have been as much loſt as Frederick, but that I have made 
lave. to Harriet ever ſince, pour paſſe le tem. But wha 
have we here? 

Col. Tis the very man whoſe carriage Was overturned 
about fourteen miles from hence, 


RE-ENTER LORD ORMOND with SIX WILLIAM HAR- 
s GRAVE in 4 Span Habit. L 


4 Or. My good old friend, ſee my 82 my 
niece, and Colonel Grenville, a man who does honor to his 
country, his profeflion, and my family. This is Don Se- 
baſtian, whoſe return you have heard me fo anxiouſl y 


wiſh, 


Sir W. The friends of Ormond 1 muſt be dear to Se- 
baſtian. 


Lord MN. What length of time have you been in En- 
gland, ſir? | 

Sir V. Not longer than I could reach this place from 
Dover ; but to your family, dear Ormond, I wiſh not to 
wear a moment's diſguiſe, nor indeed to any one after to- 
morrow's ſun ſhall ſet. 

Lord Or. Then, Harriet, I can gratify your bee 
my friend is no Spaniard, but Sir William Hargrave, of 
whom _ have heard me * 


Lady H. In- 
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Lacy H. Indeed! I moſt ſincerely congratulate your 


lordſhip upon the return of a friend ſo dear to you; and 


you, Sir William, in once more enjoying the bleſſings of 
your native ſoil. 
Sir W. And the beſt ſoil, fair lady, I have ever ſeen ; 3 
though I have traverſed nearly the four quarters of the 
globe. 
Lord Or. How comes it you have a ſuch an un- 
ſociable being—for * — not to take a wife 
al theſe years. 
Sir V. Oh, Ormond! you have touched the firing on 
| which hang all my forrows.—( Tating Lady Harriet's hand ) 
J had once a daughter, who promis'd to be as fair as this 
ſweet maid, and fondly hoped the firm attachment of the 
fathers would have devolved unto our children; and 
viewed with ſecret joy the arrival of that day, when your 
daughter and my little darling would feel the firm ties of 
friendſhip ſtrengthen with their years, and to each other 


prove a ſecond ſelf.—A dear companion too I once poſ- 


| ſefled, but twas deluſion all, ſhe and my ſweet 2 
 Emmeline are loſt for ever. 

Lord Or. This is a part of your hiſtory with which I'm 
unacquainted. 

Sir V. You, Ormond, hw not half my ſafferings 3 3 
and, but too indulgent friendſhip s ear, will my broken 
ſpirit permit me to impart them. | 
Lord Or. And friendſhip, I truft, will ſoon calm your 
diſordered mind. But come, to-night, to-morrow and 
the next day be given to joy and feſtivity; the will of my 
generous brother is well known to you; n which 

enters 
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enters my boy Frederick into his ſix and twentieth year, 


| _ him in Pr of the Northumbrian eſtate. 


Exyzn Counarn running to the EaRL. | 


hom Ah! my dear earl; rot me if I know what is 
the matter with me.—( Puffs and fans himſelf with his cap.) 


But ſuch a chace! I'd give the beſt fox-hunt in England 


for it's fellow; the dear little creature—O lord, I am ſo 
out of breath—when I came up— 
Tord Or. But Courſer, Courſer, do you perceive nobody 
in the room you have not ſeen ſince their arrival? 
Cour. In the room! ha! where? O curſe my thick 
ſkull; I've been thinking of nothing but tally-ho's —yoik's, 


and whippers-in ſince I've been in the country. To 


be ſure, ladies, I am but a civilized monſter; but 
however, if you will let me mount my hobby without 
interruption, I'll be as filent about your red paints and 
white waſhes as any mute in chriſtendom. 


Lady C. O fir, you are perfectly at your own at | 


a Civilized monſter did he call himſelf? | 

Lady H. The evening looks beautiful; will a walk be. 
agreeable, Caroline? Our ſweet little W is to meet 
me in the orange grove. 

Lady C. Nothing more delightful than a walk yp moon - 
light; befides I long to ſee our rural companion ; ; R is 
the ſweet girl. 

Hen. As beautiful as an angel, when your ladyſhip i is 
not by; but may we have the honor to attend you? 

Lady H. O not for the world would 1 have a male crea- 
ture with us to-night, 

| E xeunt Lal 
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Lord M. Miſchief, on my life, by the looks of that 
roguiſh ſiſter of mine. | 
Lord Or. Well, though we are prohibited the orange 
grove, the terrace, near the canal, is free for us. - 
Hen. The fitteſt place in the world, we ſtreams, 
where Cynthia deigns to caft her palid beums, ſuits well 
the contemplative mind of man. : 
Lord O. Go to Harry, you will never be ſedate. = 
Exeunt all but Henry and Guter. 
Hen. Well, but Courſer, what chace is this you are 
ſo enamoured of. | . 
Cour. Aye, Harry, you are 2 man after dy uber- hy 
prefer the ſweet muſic of the full- mouth'd hounds to the 


inſipid fcandal of s modern tea table. But to convince 


you Fam not entirely devoted to Diana, my laſt chace was 
after a blue eyed maid, a very- Venus! O _=_ I had been 
att Adonis for her fake. 
 - Hen, A blue-eyed maid! what, near the caftle ! 
Cour. Juſt acroſs the field I ſaw her with the bloom 
of Hebe mantling on her cheek.—Egad, 1 dene I'm 
inſpired. | 
Hen. Egad, I believe you arez but 1 hope not with my 
miſtreſs. (a/ide.) Do you know her name? | 
Cour, Her name! no damme if I know her name; 
but her breath was the very eſſence of perfume. 
Hen, I ſhall go 3 (Hat) ow was ſhe at- 
cred? 
Qur. With al the graces buying in her ſmiles. 
Hen. Prithee, en be ſerious; it concerns me 
much. 
| Cour. Serious! 
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Cour Serious ! Did you ever know me ſerious two 
minutes together, except in a ſerious chace? But how- 
ever, as it concerns you ſo much, I think I have heard her 
called Emmeline.— When the dear ſoul ſaw ſhe could not 
eſcape, and I had huſh'd her preſent fears, the modeſt 
grace with which ſhe gave her hand, when her ſweet lips 
in contact met with mine.—— 

Hen, Hold! hold! damnation! you ſurely did not 
dare what right had you to. 0 
| Cour. Hey day! why what the devil is the matter wi 
the fellow now? Ar'nt you touch'd a little here, my 
friend? (pointing to his head.) Pray, have you a licence 
for monopolizing beauty? Zounds; it's time to be ſerious z 
© folet me aſk you one queſtion. In the name of wonder, 
| why are you ſo anxious about a poor country girl? 

| Hen: (afids) »Tis now no time for counterfeitz—Sirz 
I believe you to be a gentleman, and a man of honor z 
and the ſecret will be full as ſafe in your breaſt as my 
own: | 

Cour. Believe me; i whate'er concerns my friend, 
no rack ſhould force me to diſcloſe. =Thank heaven, I 
am not ſo depraved; the woes which rend another's breaſt 
| are felt ſuperior in the pangs of mine. | 
Hen. I expected no leſs from your gen'roiis friendſhips 
but now it comes to the ,teſt,—This very girl you but ſo 
lately met, holds faſt my heart in adamantine chains, and 
ſhould her eye ſpeak favor to your wiſh, Harry is loſt 
indeed, 

Cour, There is a levity in youth, my friend, and which 


excels in thee, that makes me doubt thy honor in this in- 
© ſtance, 
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ſtance, —If you mean her fair, I ſhould eſteem myſelf the 
verieſt wretch, but to protract the union of two virtuous | 
hearts, —T ſhall examine well thy conduct in the ſpace z 


and if the leaſt diſhonor mutilates thy ſenſe, here ſtands a 
man who has felt the power of her „ the 


Exit. | 
| Hen. Adieu, my contain fi, thy words I mind not | 
more than the air which form'd them. Emme ſhall crown | 
with joy my fondeſt hopes, and buzl defiance in this ſportſ= | 


| man' s teeth. 


The pure white gans that on the mountain's cliff 
Melts in the warm embraces of the fun, 
A type is of my Emme's fluttering heart, 
When, by my wiley ſnare, her heart is won. 
The glorious proſpect cheers my feeble ſight, 
| And bliſsful viſions crowd both day and night, 


The Firft Scene—the Sun changed or the 2 c 
ENTER Puonps. 


Ah! filly maid, thus to believe 
The tale he told was true; - 

Man's province is but to deceive, 
We dare to truſt but few. 


Proud of © my love, with ſprightiy fongs 
| Iflew o'er hill and dale; | 
Sweet philomel, with warbling notes, 
Would join me in the vale. 


Exit. 
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But now I ſhun the very ſpot 
Where once I lov'd to ftray; 


F rom ſons of mirth, ah now I fly, 
And fol's ſalubrious ray. 


There ſhe lives—I wiſh I could ſpoil her bewitching 
eyes—every young fellow muſt be running after ſhe. 
There ar'nt a girl in the village but rues the day ſhe 
return'd from France, —I wiſh to my heart they had made 
2 nun of her, and then Colin would never have left me.— 
Here ſhe comes acroſs the field ; well, now for the life of 


me can I think her handſome.— Good la, why ſhould I be 


afraid to ſpeak to her; I'm a better body's child than ſhe, 


1 and ſo efaith-F']! tell her (crying) for ſhe has no * to 
take every . ſweetheart away. 


ENTER EMMELINE., 


Emme. Phœbe, tell me what occaſions your grief; come, 


| come, if it is on Colin's account be aſſured you have no 


Cauſe to be uneaſy, 
Pbœbe. No, I ca—can't Gd do not want 


you, (ſobbing. ) 


Emme, Indeed, this is unkind; I would be your 2om- 


| panion, your friend, if you would not ſhun me thus. 


Phebe. You my friend] no, you are my greateſt ene- 
my. I never knew any thing but happineſs till you came 


in the way. 


Emme. Indeed, my dear girl, I am ſorry I have cauſed 


you a moment's uneaſineſs. I will never rob you of your 


Colin; have been talking ſeriouſly to him. 
D 2 | 2 herbe. 
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Phebe. But if ſo be he robs me of 1 no matter 
who he prefers. | 2 

Emme. Colin will ſoon recede tos: my detent 
coolneſs. -A traveller, wearied with a tedious track, wha 
*ſpies a tempting road, gladly purſues the new unbeaten 
way; but finds, ere long, thick ſpreading brambles inter- 
cept his paſſage, and force him to his old frequented path. 
So Colin, conſcious of his error, will ſoon return repentant 
to his love, his dear injured Phoebe. —Were i it for your 
ſake alone, I would never receive him as my deſtined 
huſband; as a friend I ever muſt eſteem him, 

Phabe. Ah! Emme, how kind you are ! I thought juſt 
now I hated you; but indeed I do not; I feel your good- 
neſs, which has ſo rais'd my ſpirits that I now am happy. 

Emme. Hold, hold, child; the tranſition is too quick; 
you cannot be happy and miſerable in the ſame moment. 

Phœbe. True, Emme, I had forgot he loves you better 
than all the world beſides. 

Emme. He fancies ſo; but when he finds his paſſion 
unrequited, that friendly eſteem he ever bore you will ſoon 
ripen to the moſt ardent affection; and depend upon it, 
love founded on ſuch a baſis is far more permanent than 
where intereſt governs paſſion, LET 

Phebe. And may I not fear that the friendly regard, 
which L have often heard you ſay you bear him, may ripen 
into love? if ſa what will become of Phcebe A 


No more to face the choca day, 
No more to trip the verdant lawn, 
Nor join with ſong the ſhepherd's reed, 
Nor watch the fold and playful fawn, 


FPIIILACGE MAID. r 


With ſighs and tears the wheel I'll turn, 
| Regardleſs of the thread I ſpinz 
And fade away like blighted flow'rs 
If loft the heart I wiſh to win. 


| Emme. That's my good girl; how many more tor- 


menting reflections will you now ſuggeſt ?. 
Phœbe. Ah! Emme, you may laugh, but I have one 
yet.— Perhaps in his heart he may deſpiſe me; for though 


as how I'm ſorry for it, but he knows I love him. 


Emme. With ſome characters there might be ground 
for your ſuſpicion; but I ſo well know the goodneſs of the 


= farmer's heart, that he would rather deſpiſe himſelf for 


thus unguardedly winning your affections.— So ſet your 


; heart at reſt, you haye every thing to hope from my 
| friendſhip and Colin's intrinſie merit. 


Phebe, L am aſham'd, dear Emmeline, to think how 


WI have behav'd; but ou are too noble to bear reſent- 


ment. 
Emme. No more of that, 1 well knew the OY and 
have long ſought an 8 to convince e of my 


ſincerity. 


Phebe, Indeed, hides, I am convinced; 3 I ſhould be 
very 1 if I were not. 


Both, —Fly ſorrow on thy baneful wing, 
Soft balmy joys ſweet hope ſhall bring; 

And like the birds on yonder ſpray, 

With pleaſure view return of day. 


Pbœbe. Reclin'd on thy all- friendly breaſt, 


'Thoy'lt ſooth, fair maid, my woes to reſt, 
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Emme. Then welcome hope, and baniſh ſorrows 
Expectance ever waits the morrow. 


Both. — Then bw, & c. | | 
Exit Phœbe. 


Emme. I'm glad I've ſet thy heart at reſt; but who is 

there to lighten mine? The ſmiles of the man I love | 
ſerve but to depreſs my ſpirits; and the ſtronger aſſurance 
he gives me of his affection, the more have I to dread— 
to tremble at the diſcovery.—Ought I to frequent the 
caſtle? Should I not acquaint my dear patroneſs, Lady 


friendſhip? One who raiſes her aſpiring hopes — hopes 
did I fay! ah, no! I'm a poor deſolate maid, deſtitute of 
* ſmalleſt ray. 


If he a village ſwain had been, 
and tun'd his oaten reed 
As ſoon as morn's proclaimers ſeen 
We'd bruſh'd the dewy mead. 
Like nature's beauteous flowers, 
Cheer'd by the riſing ſun, 
I then had hop'd—but now, alas 
Deſpair and I are one. 
Deign, O Cupid, deign to ſay, 
Where a wretched maid can ſtray, 


— 


I ſigh not for the courtly round, 
Gay faſhion's train is there; 
In empty, idle tumults found, 
Quick ſucceſſion, height' ning care. 
FINE | | Hope, 


Harriet, how unworthy an object ſhe honors with her 
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e Hope, ſoft deluſion of the ſoul, | 
Why forever doſt thou flee ? 
Year on year ſucceſſive roll, 
Muſt, ah! muſt I ſigh for thee ? 
Giddy trifler, deign to ſay 
Where a _— maid can ſtray. | 
Goes iuto the care 


The Tnfide of the Cittage.—DANVERS ſitting melanchalyy 
EMMELINE Nanding by her. 


A Fac Indeed, my dear mother; I will not thine youz 

= +, in my abſence, you give your mind a prey to melan- 

* choly ideas. will ſend to the caſtle, and beg Lady Har- 
riet to excuſe me. 

Danv, No, no, child, do not regard me. 
| Emme. Tell me, why I am to be for ever kept in the 
== dark.—ls Emmeline unworthy your Confidence? Do 
not treat me as a child only, but a friend, who wiſhes to 
alleviate, if poſſible; if not, to ſhare your afliftion. 
Danv. And why, my dear Emmeline, ſhould I pain 
thy gentle boſom by a recital of woes, which heaven has 
inflicted on me for my diſobedience to a once kind father, 
*Tis ſelf accuſation, my dear love, that 8 the pang 
of reflection. 

Emme. Tis impoſſible my dear mother. could ever act 
unworthy of herſelf, — Your liberal education plainly in- 
dicates your preſent ſituation to be inferior to that you 
once enjoyed, —But you will. not truſt me. | 

Danv. *Tis not want of confidence makes me refufe 
to gratify you, but tenderneſs for your 3 ; ſhould you 


learn 


by 
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learn the viciſſitudes of fortune I have experienced, ſevere 
would be your reflections on your preſent ſituation, when 


compar'd to that you were born to enjoy. 


Emme. Then, that fortitude which has enabled you to 
combat the ills of life you think me totally devoid of; 


for light muſt have been my trials as downy feathers floats 


ing in the air, to yours, yet you apprehend me leſs capa- 


| ble of ſupporting them. Come, come, unboſom your- | 


ſelf, and you ſhall find the tale affect me but as it wounds 


your feelings. Do not deprive me of the power of offer- 


ing that conſolation which my jones Oy renders 
me incapable of. | 
Danv. Well, well, but it grows heal Rem hi has; 


and e er morning you ſhall know all. 


Emmaeline faſtens the door, then, with her mother, enters an 


5 inner Apartment. 


A Dreſſing Room in the Caflle, Lady Caroline at a Table 
reading puts away the Book. | 


Lady C. How unfiithomible i is the heart of this Frede- | 


rick! If he love me, why treat me with ſuch indifference 
during his ſtay in town, and pay that attention to every 
other woman, which, from his frequent ſolicitations for my 
affection, are ſurely alone due to me? *Tis impoſſible 


he can love, or he would never trifle thus with the woman 
he admired.— And yet, methinks, oft' have I ſeen his eyes 


fix d wh tender attenion towards me, but if obſerved 
would inſtantly turn them to ſome other object; or ſpeak 
with an air of frivolous unmeaning, ſo different from 
: his 
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his e that it has ſtagger'd the belief of my own 
ſenſes.—Heigho ! I wiſh Harriet would come. 
| ( reads; ) 


chin LorD MARCHMONT. | 


Lord Me (aſide. ) T "IX ſits my ſoul's enchantreſs.—a | 
O, I could gaze for ever on her thus. 

Lady C. O Harriet, I have a thouſand things to ſay.— 
Bleſs me, Lord Marchmont, what brings you here ? 

Lord M. A lover's privilege I claim, dear Caroline. 

Lady C. Indeed, your n has "_ little right to 


ſuch a claim. 


Lord MA. Pardon, dear angel, this zeit ; but 1 
long'd for a moment in which I could make 5 peace, 
and repeat the ardency of my paſſion, | 


 Zady( Indeed, fir, it is a tale no oftner told than broken; 


whenever a new face preſents itſelf ; therefore I'm re- 


| ſolved no longer to be ſubject to the caprice of ſuch a man, 


I ſhall acquaint the duke with my reſolution, who | is too 
indulgent to force me to be wretched, 

Lord M. Do I, Caroline, make you wretched 2 . 

Lady C. You would, were I to put it in your power, 
Marchmont; but, though I have ever paid implieit obe- 
dience to the will of my father, in this point I mY be in« 
dulged I cannot give up my happineſs for ever. 

Lord M. Curſe on thy folly, Marehmont; or inden, 
ourſe thy too well grounded . 
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ExrER LADY Harrigv. | 


Lady H. Bleſs me, brother, you terrify me to death 
by ſuch dreadful exclamations.—Dear Caroline, what is 
the meaning of all this? Suffer me to make up this 
little difference.—Come, Frederick, here is her ladyſhip' „ 
| hand. — What, not take it? 

Lord M. O no, tis not a voluntary gift; yot I will 
ſeize and preſs it to my lips—my heart; and, ſilent, pour 
the effuſions of a a tortur'd foul. - 

Lady C. (withdrawing her hand) I will be : dup'd no lon- 
ger by ſuch fictitious paſſions. 

Lord M. Tis well—you, Harriet, know my heart; 
ſue, plead for me; words cannot find a paſſage now for 
utterance. 
| Exit, 
Lady H. Aye, aye, PI plead for you, my ſweet fir; but 
if I don't play you a trick, never let your proud ſex dread 
the frowns of the woman they adore, —- Come, Caroline, 
indeed you are wrong ; how often am I to aſſure you my 
brother lives but in your ſight ; his conduct, I own, has 
| been ſomewhat myſterious, but the true cauſe I've diſ- 
covered to-day: So ſet that little flutterer at reſt, and 
prepare to meet him in the morning with all your wonted 
ſweetneſs 

Lady C. I fear, couſin, he has too powerful an advocate 
within, which I would hide, even from myſelf. 
Lady H. And I pray thee why, ſweet coz? Is it not 
| the wiſh, both of the duke and your uncle, to ſee you 

| | united! 


Wii Ae M Ai 


united? But ſuch is the general conduct of mankind, 


that when a wiſhed-for bleſſing is beyond our reach, 
every earthly experiment is practiſed to poſſeſs ourſelves 
of this valued treaſure; but when we actually need only 


ſtretch forth our hands to obtain it, a thouſand imaginary 
| difficulties riſe, and we at laſt throw wantonly away this 
long · ſought acquiſition. There muſt be ſomething vaſtly 


agreeable in this ſtate of anxiety, which you and Frederick 
ſo imminently poſſeſs, that you keep up the ball ſo long. 
Thank heaven, *tis a ſtate I never ex n ſo can 
but poorly judge of its pleaſures. 

| Lady C. Why! what, in the name of wonders would 


you have me do? run into your brother's arms, child! 


Lady H. That I'Il leave to your own diſcretion; but 
when he is tender you are reſerved; when he appears 
cold, or gallant with another, you feel piqued and wretched; 
as for concealing your affection, believe me it is evident 
to all but the mad-headed Marchmont.— The ancients did 
well to paint the little urchin blind. H 

Lady C. Go, giddy girl, you know not what it is to live 
in doubt. 

Lady H. True, poor love-ſick Caroline I met with 
a man like myſelf, too candid to admit of doubt, by 
which I've loſt thoſe pleaſing torments—no contemptuous 
frown to render the ſmile of reconciliation doubly dear 
all go on fair and 1 humdrum lovers I grant 
you, 
Lady C. A truce with this nonſenſe, and let me know 
what diſcovery you have made to day. 
| Lady H. In the firſt place, he is rack'd by ſuſpicion. 

Lady C What can be the cauſe? I never =o him 
any. 
1 Lady 


4 tinctured with bitters to make us taſte its ſweets-in a 
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Lady H. Yes, but in good truth you have; and when 

1 reflect on your abſurd coyneſs, I begin to relent in the 
young man's favor. 
| Lady C. Re ſerious, if you can, for one moment; 1 
cannot bear this trifling, Lady Harriet. 
Lady H. Really your ladyſhip's impetuoſity is greatly 

to be pitied. Patience is a great virtue, child; *tis the 
fineſt balſamic in the world. But in mercy to that rebel 
heart of thine; he imagines, that in obedience to your 
father's commands, you ſacrifice to him your hand, inftead 
of voluntarily giving him your heart; and he is determined 
never to accept it till he has ſome aſſurance of your. af- 
fection. = 
| Lady C. Noble Frederick! how has ny heart accuſed =_ 
him of thoſe generous ſentiments |! 1 
Lady H. His cavalier treatment of you in town 1 was 
in order to excite your jealouſy; 3 but he ſhall be foil'd 
with his own weapons; I'll make him more Guck-bgines 
J warrant, but you muſt aſſiſt me, 
Lady C. Pardon me, Harriet, I'll join in no bene to 

| make him uneaſy. 
Lady H. Pſhaw, nonſenſe ! the cup of life muſt be 


more exquiſite degree. He now only ſuſpects you to be 
indifferent, and you muſt not undeceive him; ſo we will 
produce a gay young fellow, to whom you are to pay 
every attention, and receive from him the ſtrongeſt aſ- 
ſurances of affection.— Treat the ſuſpected youth with 
infinite good humour, laugh at his wild ſallies of love, 
and beſtow a thouſand little favors on this ſuppoſed rival. 
Lady C. Hold, hold, dear girl, this is the firſt time I 

ever knew you merit cenſure ; your ſucceſſion of ideas 
be = are 


VO , . r . UP 


to ſupport her in it. 


are too rapid for you to view this plan in its true light.— 
Your own good ſenſe, after a moment's reflection, will 


point out the impropriety.—Conceive how indelicate, 
how diametrically oppoſite to a woman of honor fuch 2 


proceeding muſt be; *twould leſſen me in my own 


opinion, how then ſhould I ſink in the eyes of the world, — 


There is a ſting in ſcandal which reaches every ſituation 
in life, and, like the wind, flies imperceptibly- to every 
corner.—A woman, Harriet, who thus trifles 'With a 
man, however innocent her views, lays herfelf open to a 
babbling world, of which the worthy part might filently 
condemn ; but think what ſcope for thoſe malicious beings, 


5 { who feel no pleaſure like diſſecting characters more wor- 
3 4 thy than their own. | 


Lady H. Pray, is your ladyſhip's differtation on pru- 


3 | dence over? if not, I'll patiently wait the concluſion 3 
and let the reſult be what it will, PIF purſue my plan; and 
if you dare to fruſtrate it 


‚ Pve ſpoken to Sir Harry 
Wilding, who promiſes to act his part to the life. 
Lady C. Heavens! you ſurely have not been ſo im- 
prudent; a ſtranger too, tis madneſs | 
Lady H. Thou dear fweet little prude, how thoſe frowns 
become thee | I proteſt, were I Frederick, I would keep 
thee in a conſtant ill-humour.—But as your ladyſhip is 
reſolved to bear no part in it, it cannot be carried on- ſo 
good night, | I q 
Lady C. Stay, Harriet, I wiſh to convince you of the 
impropriety—not to quarrel with you, F400 
Lady H. O dear, no, I don't mean any ſuch thing; 
but I muſt write directly to my fair friend, that ſhe may 
not aſſume the character of Sir Harry, as there is no one 


Lady 
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Lach C. Who? what a woman! come, dear Harriet, 
and charm me with the monoſyllable. 575 A 
Lady H. What, with no, do you mean, child? I am 
ſorry Caroline could, for a moment, harbour a thought 
ſo contrary to the diſpoſition of her en t * 5 
Geſerve to be chaſtiſed? | 
— Granted, dear . girl, but lt to > your B 


Lady . Well, then, my father knows of and approves 


my plan exceedingly z you are, at breakfaſt, to give him I 


| a letter, which is ready wrote, and ſoon after, Emmeline, 


in a ſuit en militaire, will make her entre in her new 
Lady C. Admirably contrived; but I hay I ſhall not 


have enough of the coquette to create the ſmalleſt fear. 
Lady H. Pho, pho, a look will turn his brain; but it % 
grows lat, and to-morrow will be a day of buſineſs. X T1 


Bath, — Adieu, now begone, at the ſilent god's ſhrine, 
A vot'ry am I, come, ah power divine! 
In thy golden fetters, ſecure thro' the night, 
Fond fancy ſhall feed on ſweet dreams of delight. 
May gentle repoſe on thy eye-lids attend, 
| 128 morning reſtores thee again to thy friend. 


Excunt. 


End of the Firft Af. 


ft, 
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SCENE I. 


| © In the Back Ground is diſcovered a Fax, purſued and run 


dawn by the Hounds, Horſemen, &c.— The Scene des. 


2 ENTER Jack c with the Fox's Bruſh i in bit Has, 


5 SPORTSMEN, Cc. 


COURSER. 


HuzZza! well done my lads, deviliſh good port; 
unkennell'd and in at the death in two hours. Which 
of you can ſhew me a trophy like this ?—(pulling off his 


| bat) Let's now ſee—'tis full nine, and I ſuppoſe your lazy 


brother and his troop are hardly ſtirring.—Egad, I'II give 
them a wheu hallo; (goes to the fide of the ſcenes and halls) 
whata ſhame to lie ſnoring this fine morning. 

Hen. Egad I'm of your opinion; we ſet them a good 
example if 45 would but — it. 
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As morn's blooming goddeſs peep'd forth 1 the SN 
And bade jolly ſportſmen ariſe; 

Arous'd from my ſlumber, tantara I cried, 
The bugle-horn ſound's thro! the ſkies. 

Away we all flew, where the welkin reſounds, 
With the eager pack quicken'd our pace; 

The high mettled ſteed ſtretches wide o'er the ground, 

And joy fill's each true ſon of the chace. 


Chorus of Sportſmen— Away we all flew, &c, 


In ſlumbers ſo uſeleſs how can man indulge, 
Who ſcarcely can breakfaſt by noon ; 

While Dian's bold vot'ries in exerciſe gain 
| Contentment and health for their boon. 

Away we all flew, where the welkin reſounds, 
| With the eager pack quicken'd our pace; 
| The high mettled ſteed ſtretches wide o'er the ground, 
| And j Joy fll's each t true ſon of the chace. 


Away we all few, &c. 


Come, now in for breakfaſt. es 
Cour. Not believe me. What tea, been to in- 


vigorate my ſpirits, and nerve my arm to hold in a hard 
mouth d horſe, leap a five-bar'd gate, and run you ſixty 


miles an end. Give me glorious roaſt beef, eggs, and 
good ale, and ſuch bracing ſtuff as was uſed by our maiden 
queen. No effeminate Jacks then; no tippy bobs, the 
ridicule of the whole nation; nor walking jockeys, who 


never croſs'd a horſe in their lives, or if they did by chance, 


ſcarce knew which ſide to mount; their heels, mercury 
like, a mile behind, and their knees and elbows. jarring 
like diſcontented nei ighbours, 9 

Hen. 
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Hen, Ha! ha! ha! A fine deſcription of city horſe- 
manſhip, truly. 

ur. And then to be ſtew⸗ d up with a couple of green 
girls, obliged to ſimper and approve of every thing they | 
ſay ; beſides having my breath ſtop'd with their damn'd 
perfumes.—Q hideous !--No, no, my friend, I'll in ſearch 
of adventures; you to your monkey tricks to pleaſe the 
women. | | | 
Hen. You're a queer fiſh. Come, my friends, let's 
leave him to his modern practice of ancient abſurdities. 

Cour. Adieu! 


Exeunt on one fide Hey, Sc. on the other 


"IR 8 


Colin. Well, after all, man is certainly the moſt un- 
grateful being in the world; diſcontent will ſpring 
from want of real misfortunes, and it is our nature to ſigh 
for what we cannot obtain.—T thirſt not for wealth ; 
more than I have would be an incumbrance, and is 
buſineſs requires no more of me than my ſpirits find 
neceſſary.—So, for want of other misfortunes I muſt let 
love's pois'nous draught embitter that life heaven meant 
ſhould be replete with happineſs.— Fool, fool, but for 
thine own fickle diſpoſition, thou hadft been truly happy. 
Phoebe would have made thee ſo; tis thy place to deſpiſe 
a man who has deceiv'd thee as I have done. 


How happy ſhould man be when nature 0 views, 
Each hour improv'd for his uſe; 5 
| Yet ſpite of the bleſſings creation affords, 
He'll ſigh, and each bleſſing abuſe, 
„ F | + a0 
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See the birds on the ſpray, 
How they warble each day, 
Their matins of grateful return; 
Learn from them, filly man, 
All your ſorrows to ſcan, 
While your hearts with ſweet gratitude burn. 
| | Exit. 


ENTER S WILLIAM, looking at his Watch, 


Sir W. By this time I ſhould ſuppoſe Ormond to be 
ſtirring, that is, if he's .as early as when a young man; 
however, as I promis'd to walk with him half an hour 
before breakfaſt, I'll repair to the plantation. How 
beautiful is the face of the country ! But I ſhall ſee more 
of it after breakfaſt, as I ſhall viſit every houſe, and try the 
affection of my tenants towards their long-loſt maſter.— 
My next care ſhall be to redreſs grievances, and puniſh 
the unworthy.—-I have now, alas! no other cares. 
Ha! this is a very neat . and a lovely inhabitant 
ſtepping from it- . 


EMMELINE creſſes the Stage. 


Voung woman, a word with you. 

Emme. With me, fir! ; 

Sir W. If your father is in the way, I would — with 
him. | 
Emme. The bleſling of that parent is deny'd me.— | 
I never knew my father; a mother is | the * relation I 
have everſeen. 

. Sir W. Have you no friends, ſweet maid? | 

3 | Emme. 
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Emme. Yes, ſir: Heaven, in its bountiful goodneſs, 
has given us Lord Ormond, and his amiable daughter, for 
our friends, 

Sir W. (aſide) T here is le inteweiling in this 
girl's manner, ſo unlike a villager, that I muſt ſpeak further 
to her. How came Lord ann firſt to beſtow his 

: liberality on you? 

Emme. Lord Ormond, and his amiable Counteſs, | 
were too benificent not to relieve real diſtreſs, when 
back'd by humility; but his Lordſhip's generoſity to us 
has been beyond all bounds. 

Sir W. I muſt ſhare the pleaſure Lord Ormond receives, 
by uniting our intereſt for you; confident you muſt have 
ſingular merit to attract ſuch peculiar attention. 

Emme. Your goodneſs, fir, claims my warmeſt thanks 
but Lord Ormond leaves us no room to wiſh for more. 

Sir W. Then you muſt be happy! (Emme ſhakes her 
head and ſighs.) Why that ſigh ? if you have no wiſh un- 
gratified, why that change of countenance ? But per- 
haps I ſee the cauſe; ſome amiable youth has engaged 
your heart, which ſeems fraught with delicacy and ſenti. _ 
ment. ? 

Emme. No, I aſſure you, what cares I have riſe from a 
Ae ring. 


. 


nt 


With 1 had paſs'd my youthful days, 


th 
| And pleaſure ripen'd with the year, 
2 Had not a tender mother's woe 
I Forc'd from my eyes the filial tear. 
| = 7. Corroding 


its 
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. Corroding cares her peace invade, 
And bid the conſtant throb ariſe ; 
The moſſy grot, and vernal gale, 
But echo back her mournful ſighs. 


Sir IV. I feel a Bonn propenſity to know thoſe for- 
rows which you ſo harmoniouſly expreſs. —_ 

Emme. W hat has fallen within my own knowledge i is but 
trifling, nor am I permitted to hint at the afflictions of my 
poor mother.—As far as relates to myſelf, and what 
brought us to the knowledge of the Earl, I will inform 
you. Buſineſs of great importance call'd my father to 
a foreign land, where my mother and ſelf, then an infant, 
were, in a few months, to join him; but we had ſcarcely 
left the harbour, ere 3 dreadful tempeſt roſe, threat'ning 
deſtruction to every veſſel. —The crew, ſeeing themſelves 
driven towards their own coaſt, felt a beam of hope break 

through the dreadful proſpect; but *twas, alas! delu- 
ſion; for the veſſel in a ſhort time was ſhatter'd by a 
tremendous flaſh of lightning, and all periſh'd except my 

mother and myſelf.— The angry ſurges toſs'd us on this 
ſhore, where the late ſteward of my lord ſaw and relieved 
our miſerable. condition, and preſented us to his lordſhip 
as objects worthy his protection. 

Sir M. (much agitated.) Oh! all gracious heaven ! ſurely 
ſuch a bleſſing i is not in ſtore, —But one queſtion will de- 
cide it. ( fide. ) What \ was your father and m_ mother's 


name. 5 4 
Emme. ae ſir. | | 


Sir W. Alas! how tranſient v was the hoped-for beds i 
F 2 ) Go on. 


E Mans. 


ſhip. 
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Emme. I was then placed in the nurſery, as companion to 


Lady Harrigt, and at twelve years of age, accompanied her 
to the convent of St. Clair —On my return, finding me- 
lancholy prey upon my mother's ſpirits, I beg'd permiſſion 


of Lady Harriet to reſide with her, which ſhe readily com- 
plied with, and ſtill honors me with her warmeſt friend- 


Sir M. I fear 1 have been impertinent, but receive my 
thanks. 
Emme. The morning is far advanced, fir, and I muſt 
take my leave. 
Exit 
Sir W. How does this narrative tell with the circum- 


ſtances of my beloved Eliza.— But the name, aye, aye, 


the name puts it out of all. manner of doubt.—!l ſtill am 
doom'd to behold her in idea only.— This girl too, her 
air and manners ſo gently modeſt, ſo unſpeakably elegant, 
injſhort, the very eounterpart of my beloved Eliza, and 


near the ſame age my infant would have been.—But let 
me not dwell on this ſubject; I will ſeek my * and 
in his council find relief. | 3 


J ; 5 : 
| ui. 


Room in the Caſile.— E nter Hens 7. 


Hen. Not here! I have been hunting for this good 


father of mine, through every room in this houſe, without 


effect. Where can he and Sir William have hid them- 
ſelves, juſt in the moment they are moſt wanted, — 


ENTER 
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ENTER VILLARS. 


Apropos, Villars, go and ſeek Lord Ormond ; let him 
| know we wait breakfaſt, Why don't you go? 
Villars. I am going, fir, an't I? 

Hen. Going! yes; but how? Fly, fir, begone, quick, 
Villar. I'm going, fir, an't I? I—T— Tm going. 
aide as he goes out) Damme, I'm no ſervant of yours. 
Hen. Confound the fellow, I'd better have gone my- 
ſelf, it will be half an hour ere he reaches the gate, —lIt's 


not too late now. 
i Exi 7 t „ 


A Garden. — On one Side an Arbour, in which are diſcovered 
Lorp OrMonD and SIR WILLIAM.—They come for- 
ward. e 5 


Sir M. Sir Philip had ſelected from his acquaintance 
an old tottering earl, to whom he meant to ſacrifice my 
charming girl; unable to exiſt in the arms of another, 
particularly one ſhe deſpiſed, ſhe ſoon conſented to elope 
with me; and conſcious I had not degraded her family, 
by fortune, or by birth, I flatter'd myſelf a ſhort period 
would reſtore us to the favor of Sir Philip; but he re- 
mained inflexible. The earl had not courage to challenge, 
but inſulted me through the means of his friends wherever 
we met. Hurt by ſuch conſtant ill - treatment, I call'd 
out any one who dar'd to vindicate the ſuperannuated 
peer, in his repeated inſults; when a young bully ſtep'd 
forwards, and ſever'd r me for ever from my wife and child. 
For, 
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For, unfortunately, proving ſucceſsful, I left the youth for 
dead; retreated with precipitation, and ſent a letter to my 
beloved girl, expreſſing the cauſe of my ſudden departure, 

and entreating her to follow me by the firſt veſſel to Bruſ- 
ſels.— Too fatally, alas! ſhe complied, for ſcarce had the 
veſſel put to ſea, when, by a tempeſt riſing, what my ſoul 
held moſt dear on earth, together with the crew, were, 
in a moment, launch'd into the dark abyſs of eternity. 
Oh! Ormond, forgive the tributary tear, due to the me- 
mory of a much-lov'd faint. —Anxiouſly enquiring when 
the St. Catherine would arrive, the ſad news of her ſudden 
diſſolution ſtruck my expecting ears —diſtraction ſeized 
my brain] was one year loſt to myſelf. | 
Tord Or. (aſide) It muſt beſo; *twas the St. Catherine 
that was wrecked on this coaſt, and caſt Danvers, with 
the lovely Emmeline, on ſhore.—O joy inexpreſſible ! 
and can it be the wife and daughter of my friend I have ſo 
long protected! Much indeed, Hargrave, have you 
ſuffered ; but there are joys in ſtore of wikeh you little 
think. | 

Sir I. Hold, Ormond, there is too great a perturba- 
tion here: A gentle walk will calm my diſordered mind, 
then I'll accept the healing draught which the kind hand 
of OY offers, | 

Exit. 

Lord Or. My heart TY at his ſufferings; 3 but *twill 
be better to diſcloſe the truth ſome other time ; I will not 
hint it to any one, left in the fulneſs of their hearts they 
ſhould reveal it before he i is 9 3 


ENTER 
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ENTER Henry. 


The ſight of Henry has Riruck me with an idea, I would 
give half my eſtate to A think there is no fear 


of it. 7 
Hen. ( afide) 0 he's here, and in a pretty ka mood: 


Lord O. No, Harry, I was juſt wiſhing "Us you. 
Hen. I'm your's, my lord. —But 1 hope 1 don't 


forget we have not breakfaſted. 


Lord Or. Come, come, no trifling; 3 be ſerious for : a 


moment. 


Hen. The Oe} is fo ſhort, that I muſt comply.—N ow, 


| ar, for your commands. 


Lord Or. You muſt anſwer me one e queſtion with l- 
cerity. 

Hen, 1 was never more diſpoſed to any ing in my 
life, ſir. | 

Lord Or. You cannot be i ignorant how happy I eſteem 

myſelf in the choice of Frederick and Harriet; nor do I 


doubt, my dear boy, that you will render yourſelf leſs wor- 


thy my affection.— Then tell me, has no fair amiable 


Good morning to your lordſhip, 1 hope I do not break in 
upon your ſtudies, . 


— — 


girl been found worthy of a place in your eſteem? or ie 


your heart ſtill free from the power of love. | 
Hen. My heart has not felt the power of beauty more 
than it could ſhake off the next moment. To be totally 


inſenſible of the charming ſex would not ſuit a young 


fellow of my ſpirits, who, {though not quite an alien to 


| female * is not a ſlave to its capricious humours. 


Lord Or. 


| 
| 


Venen, 6 


Lord Or. I'm pleaſed to hear it, Henry, as you can ſtart 


no objection to be introduc'd to a young lady of faſhion, 


with an immenſe fortune, and a large ſhare of beauty, 
united to every accompliſhment that can adorn her ſex; ; 
nor is her merit inferior to her en, each ſtriving to 
outvie the other. | 
Hen. (gravely ) Who is this piece of excellence, my 
lad? - 
Lord Or. That you'll know ſoon enough, 
Hen. (aſide) Sol fear. | 


Tord Or. But becauſe I praiſe her, ws I don't com- 


mand you to adore her; only ſee her, and if you can love 
each other, receive her with a double portion of my 
blefling.—But as your happineſs is my only object, time 
may produce one more amiable in your eyes, and no leſs 
ſo in mine. All my requeſt is, that you accompany me 
to my friend's for a few days.—(afide) I know the young 
dog loves her, and ſhould ſhe prove the daughter of Sir 
William, what exquiſite ſatisfaction will it not afford me.— 
He looks deviliſh blank upon it. Come, don't look 
grave, boy; I do not doubt but that your choice will 
prove worthy the dignity of your birth.—If ſhe has merit, 
ſhe need not be the daughter of a lord to recommend | 


her, 
fk I am very ſenſible of your wo 8 good in- 


| tentions towards me. 


Lord Or. ( clapping him on the Shoulder ) Aye, _ ; fo 


that wh is not 4 an unknown. 


f 2 RY 


/ 
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Hen. So that ſhe is not quite an unknown | there is 
ſomething in thoſe words that ſtagger me.—Sure he can- 
not have diſcovered my love for the chaming villager.— 
So that ſhe is not quite an unknown! that ſpake a ne- 
gative at once to my union with Emme. I dare not act 

ſo contrary to the will of an indulgent parent. — Vet dare 
I do a deed ſo black, to gratify myſelf, regardleſs of the 
girl I love, and at once deprive her of the only depend- 
ance poverty can have, ſweet bluſhing Innocence But 
away, thou empty phantom, ſhe muſt, ſhe ſhall be mine! 
To live without her—no, damme if *tis living at all. — 
Yet will my angel riſk her little all with me? ——Oh ! 
heart rending thought! Colin too evident the loves; 
happy, envied ruſtic ! 


| Ah! EO can I ſeek * pa 
Not the ſweets of this lively paterre, 
Not the vi'let, jeſs*min, or roſe, 
Not this bower ſecluded from care, 


Where oft” I've with pleaſure reclin'd 
Nor this grotto of maſs cover'd ſtone, 

Can ſooth my ſad anguiſh of mind, — 
Or ſweet pence all my troubles dethrone. 


{ 


An hour's reflection, Harry, will ſink thee into a down- 
right whining lover. — That muſt never be; Harriet will 
laugh, Frederick triumph, and my good father learn the ob- 
ject of my adoration. I muſt preſerve my native volubility, 

and wear a maſk, to which I have ever been a ſtranger. 
Diſfimulatiou has not yet been a trait of my character, 
4 | but 
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but ſooner than loſe her I muſt have recourſe to it; for 


without my beauteous Emmeline, the world, and all its 
Joys, appear a dreary waſte. | 


The dew-drop of morning no ſooner appears, 
Than the lark's warbling lyre proclaims it new day; ; 
The woodbine her night- fallen creſt again rears, 
And the roſes expanding their beauties diſplay. 


The freſh ſcented gale wafts its ſweetneſs around, 

And gently the dew-drop is ſhook from the thorn; 
The young ſportive lambs o'er the fields ſwiftly bound, 
| 8 nature in gratitude hails the new morn. 


All enjoy 1 ſoft pow'r of Phœbus' 8 ray, 
But man, if o'ertaken by Cupid, is thrown; 
All the ſweets of creation unſeen paſs away, 
And man, only man, is inſenſible grown. 
| | ON Exit. 


Scene. —S1R WiLLIAM, Lorp Oe; tank Marcn- 
Mor, LADY Harriet, Lapy CAROLINE and 
 CoLoneL at Breakfaſt, are joined by Henzy: 


Lac C. (preſenting Lord Or. with a Letter ) Favor me, 
my lord, by peruſing that, and do me the juſtice. to be- 


lieve me ignorant of the Boronet's intentions, or- 1 would = 


not -have ſuffered him to have intruded thus. 


S 


Tord Or. (reads) „ Do not imagine, divine Caroline, 
that I can bear this cruel ſeparation any longer; I ſhall 
arrive at the Caſtle ſoon after the receipt of this.—I will 

1 8 leave 
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leave you bs make my apologies to che Earl, for believe | 
me, I can feel no happineſs in the abſence of my beloved 
Caroline.— All that was before cheerful is now inſipid to 


your ladyſhip's « s ever faithful and ardent admirer, | 
Harry WitpinG.,” 


( Returning the Letter) Depend upon it, who ever you 


honor with the ſmile of approbation, thai be welcome at 


the caſtle, | 
Lady C. Indeed, fir, I bluſh for this intruſion; but re- 
ceive my grateful thanks. I doubt not, but that on a nearer 
acquaintance with the young Baronet, your Lordſhip will 
find him worthy your good opinion. 1 
Lord M. Death to my every hope, a favor'd rival! ( ofid y 
Lord Or. I have heard much of his merits before.— — 
Pray did the capital produce this young Mars? Harriet 


tells me he is a votary to that god, as well as beauty. 


Lady C. Yes, uncle, *tis dear London which preſents 


every charming object to our view. 


Fir V. Your ladyſhip ſeems fond of town; indeed it 


has innumerable charms for youth, though I know 


little of it, being in Glouceſterſhire when not at college, 


and quitting England very young. 2 


Lady C. No, Sir William, I think the charms of the 
country far preferable to thoſe of the metropolis. tb 
Tord M. (ſarcaſtically) And yet Lady Caroline can 


admire 3 a town-bred beau, Sir William. 


Lady C. Pm ſure your lordſhip knows nothing of Sir 
Harry.—Poor Marchmont, but I'm not at liberty to 
think (afide. . Town, Sir William, would have its 


charins, could we purſue its be without running 
into 
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into the mad career of folly and diffipation but in high 
life *tis impoſſible. —A little country gentlewoman, as my 
facetious Harriet ſtiles _ is to me far more agree- 
able. | 
Lady H. Who makes free with my name ? 

Lady C. The Colonel wants to ſpeak with you, child; 
don't interrupt me 1 pray you. What with viſiting from 


two to four; drefling for one or more nightly revels; 
and ſleeping the next forenoon to make up the loſs of reſt _ 


on the preceding evening; I proteſt there is no time to ex- 
amine the thoughts of our own hearts, for want of which 
they impertinently intrude on our gayer moments, and 
damp the very ſmall degree of ſatisfaction we ſhould other- 
wiſe derive from the brilliancy of the circle we frequent, 
where wit flies without Judgment, and ſcandal without 
remorſe. 

Sir W. This is more than J could have expected from 
a lady of your diſtinction in the beau monde. 

| Lady C It is the true picture of a woman of faſhion 
I affure you. —Satiated, fatigued, and envious of anuther's 
luſtre, ina ſplenetic humour fhe returns home, offended 


with every thing that appears, and often wonders the great 


care ſhe has taken to ſupport, by her own elegance and 
taſte, the dignity of her lord, that they are not on the beſt 

terms imaginable, conteſts enſue, and downright quarrels 
Z at laſt deſtroy the effects of connubial felicity. 
(ul. Your ladyſhip does not afford the moſt favorable 
deſcription, I confeſs. 


Lady C. You, Grenville, admire i it; but it is a life _ 3 


too much Ee for me.—Thoſe i e ſhutlle- 


4 


CoCus | 


5 1 this 9 but let theſe charms plead my excuſe. 
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cocks are annoying ia the extreme.—Lady Bell Flutter, 
the other evening, with her wonted volubility, exclaimed, 
Dear Lady Caroline! I rejoice to ſee you; I trembled left 
you had entirely forſaken the beau monde. I have ſuch news 
for you ! I replied—Your ladyſhip is ever entertaining. — 
Scarce waiting for the compliment, ſhe ran on with a 
whole ſtring of expected divorces, elopements, ruin'd for- 
tunes, &c. &c. with all the embelliſhments of her pro- 
lific fancy, to paſs them on the world as indiſputable facts. 
On perceiving a group of her acquaintance, ſhe left me 
with more precipitancy than ſhe flew to me, to pour into 
the ears of her new auditors thoſe important ſecrets, which 
ow'd their origin to the ill-tim'd nn of ae 1 
malevolence. | 
Cel. Ha! ha! hal ths. my word, madam, Lady Bell 
ſhines as you have pourtrayed her.—But, without jeſting, 
| what is your real opinion of a woman of faſhion. 
Lach C. A ſilly thing, that attracts the eye, but cannot 
delude the ſenſe.— Tis like the Corinthian column, a 
light elegant ſtructure, but wants the ſolidity of the Tuſ- 
can order to render i it worth attention. | 


| 1 S223 vaur. n - 
Bop. Sir Harry Wilding, my lord. 


Kurzz EMMELINE in Regimentals, bows to the . 
and goes wp to Ly Caroline. 


Emme. Dear Lady Caroline, you cannot conceive how 
wretched this fudden flight had made me.—Pardon, my 


Lord 
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254 Or. Sir Hury confers an honor on my family. 
Lord M. Confuſion | See the confidential coxcomb; 
but they ſhall not perceive I'm hurt; Pl be as indifferent 
as ſhe is cruel. (Hums a tune, and walks a minuet ſtep 
acroſs the flage.) | 
lach H. Indeed, Sir "REY I rejoice at your arrival; 
we were quite dull for want of a beau. 
Emme. Surely your ladyſhip forges there are five gen- 
tlemen preſent. 
Lady H. True—but we don't _—_ gallantry from 


old men; and brothers only look 'on a ſiſter as an inter- 


loper.—The Colonel was once a good ſort of a man to be 
ſure, but like all your opinionated fellows, he no ſooner finds 


a woman of rank feels a penchant for him, than he ſinks 
into ſuch a humdrum being, that there is no bearing him. 
| He looks as if he already felt the fetters of hymen, 

Cal. Delighted with the ſpirits of my lovely Harriet, 
I liſten with admiration to her little flights of fancy. 

| Lady H. Im wonderfully pleaſed to hear you ſpeak, 


Grenville; I really trembled, leſt you"! had miſlaid your 


powers of nnn, 


Cl. When Orpheus tocuh'd, with magic art, his FI 
| | Beings inanimate began to move; 
Each glowing breaſt was fill'd with ardent fire, 
And tun d alike to nen and love. 


But Orpheus ne'er, like Harriet, could prevail, 
Steal thro? the heart with charms at firit conceal'd, 
His notes, arreſted by the paſling gale, 
In dying cd :nce falter'd as reveal'd. 


| 
| 
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But the ſweet ſounds which paſs thoſe coral lips, 
On my wrap'd mind a firm impreſſion make; 
With ſoft delight imagination fips _ 
The — dew that iſſues as you . 


Then . not, if ſilence ſhould preclude, 
| Thoſe every dues your charms perpetual claim; 
Nor think, ſweet maid, your conſtant lover rude, 
Whoſe heart, ſtill faithful, owns no other flame. 


Hen. If the woman I lov'd was to railly me as you are, 
Colonel, I firmly fancy I ſhould hate her more- 
Lady H. Than ever you lov'd.— Well, my pretty Har- 

ry ſhan't be teized— he ſhall have a: wife form'd to obey 
his very look.—Go to; none of your pretty leſſons I be- 
ſeech you.—The Colonel will do e well if you 

don t ſpoil him. 
Emme. Will my ador'd Gates ſuffer me to aſk her | 
opinion of this little bauble, and at the ſame time honor 


me by her acceptance of it ? (preſenting a miniature.) 
Lady C. Bleſs me, Harriet, what a Ty reſemblance ! f 


Emme bows.) © 

Lady H. It does the artiſt great n | EIS. 

Lady C. (alfacting to ſpeak afide, which Lord M. hears.) 
To features ſo elegantly expreſſive, how A the artiſt 
do anything but juſtice ! 

Lord M. (afide) S'death! I can ftand this froms no 
longer; but he ſhall not long triumph thus, —Marchmont 


or Wang mut N fall. | 
# | 0 « Exit. 


Enme. 
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Emme. See, ſee, the bait, he's fairly bit, 
Hen, Upon my ſoul, you're much to blarue. 
Tach fi. Peace, rebel, peace, the flame is lit; 
Look how it burns throughout his frame, 
Lady The taſk is hard I plainly: ſee, 2 
C. To mingle love 
Hen. —— with Toquetry- 
' Lady C. No more, my friends, your jeſts are all in vainz 
Col. The Coquette retires at his lover's pain. 


Lerd Or, Poor Frederick I Fe little think 'tis but 
4 a plot againſt thee. But come; Sir unn we'll take a 
turn, and leave thoſt lunatics. 

Exeunt Lord Or. and Sir IT, 

Hen. Upon my ſoul I feel ſo much for him, that 1 begin 
to think it my own caſe—I've a 8 . to dil- 
cover the whole. 

"Lady H. You know you dare not, abel | 

Hen. I thank your ladyſhip, the epithet i is honorable, 

Lady C. My ſpirits flag, I ſhall n. able to carry 
on the farce: 

Emme. Fear not, dear madam. he muſt be watch'd 
into the garden, where, at your feet; In pour out the whole - 
artillery of love's flames and darts. Look out, Colonel, 
give the ſignal at the enemy's approach, that we 9 draw 
5 our forces in battle array: | | 

. Well aid, young general, ſpoke « en militaie, 


* 


A Nl 
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ExrER SERVANT, gives 4 note to EMMELINE, ee 


Cabs E M 4 3 what's > the matters no 
bad news | hope. 

Emme. Only a challenge from your ty brother— 
{giving Lady H. the note.) What in the name of wonder 

will become of me! My poor brains will fly, or. a diſ- 

| $overy be made, that's certain. 

* Lady H. O no; you have aſſumed the attire of man- 
hood, and muſt ſupport the dignity of your character. 
As a vot'ry of Mars you dare not refuſe to meet him. 

Hen. Madneſs, Harriet; = wouy not have the dear 
girl run ſuch a riſk. | 

Lady H. Pray who meant to cas you, If a wo- 
man gets into a difficulty, ſhe need not have recourſe to 

you lords of the creation to extrieate her And as for 
the dear girl {{atirically ) J believe e will take 

Full as much care of her as Henry. : | 

Hen. ( ade. A damn'd home Aroke.—Sure Antoine | 
* not been babbling. 

Emme. Well, dear ladies, 1 your 3 ru brave- 
bs encounter every danger; nor leave room a moment to 
ſuſpect, chat thoſe who wear this badge of Britiſh valor, 

can own a heart fraught with . ſo e as 


fear. 


Cal. Bravo! braviffimo! I 


Scene 
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Scene the Garde. | 


1 Lozp Manchuonr. 


Lord M. In vain 1 . to case her lov'd idea 
from my boſom.—But now I ſaw her, enraptured, kiſs 
the bauble that hated coxcomb gave her, paſſing, as ſhe 
thought, unſeen along the wood. —Ah ! there again ſhe 
walks, encircled in his arm. Confuſion ſeize him. 
The billet I have ſent him will, I truſt, derange his pre- 
ſent, compoſure ; but no matter, Ill enter this pavilion, 
and feed a fancy tortured * 3 Goes into the 


n ) 


Enrun yn Covnzrs. 


pn I am in as doleful a ditty as any poor ii 
errant need be.— Here have I been ranging theſe two 
hours, without being able to kick up a duſt, or find one 
ready rais'd.—Heigh ho! Egad I've flarted ſomething _ 
at laſt; what the devil is it ? . Zounds, it's that French 
frog-eating raſcal, and Lord Marchmont's valet; what 


ee an they be about in ſuch ſecret conference, —That 


Frenchman looks curſedly ſuſpicious—I don't half like him; 
no good, take my word for it. By your leavs . 
l take the 3 to liſten a little. | 3s 


" Eras Vitians: and Auron. A 


Aut. ( looking enutiouſy about) I hope l' n nor 
no von body be here; if de lor votre maitre come to know w- 
| G - ED dis 


6 
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dis "TY de plot et mon maitre would be blown like de 
poudre et de ſhot, all to de diable, et vous et moi perduo 
de 1 argent. 


Fil. So, the lovely Villager is the game in View, 


Paith, Mr. Marchmont has no bad oy damme if 1 know 
| a prettier wench. i 


ur. en file of be fe When ! ; 5 | 


Ant. Une jolie fille, fur ma vie.— Ah! Monſieur ; 
Henry have all de ſpirit of mon country; lively, elegante, 


put for me lor, he be von perfect Anglois, ſo ſerious, ſo dull, 


ſo ſtupid.— Ha! ha! begar we be de men * Ge * 


* at hinge 4. * 


Thus gaily dreſt, ſo Semis; 
Vid ſong, vid dance, we court de fairy. 
And bid adieu to ſorrow; 
If von prove cruel, yon unkind, | 
Vne notres ſure to hit the mind.... 
e we greet de morrow. 


4 B volr' country loſe ford vit, 
To ſigh for von dear ſcornful chit; 
Not fo the ſprightly Frenchman. 2 
Tho' roſes blow upon dere cheek, 
And lilies bloſſom on dere neck, 
| Yer ſmiles the lively Frenchman, | 


In dis morceau de papier wou find votre commiſſion. (giv- 


ing a paper. ) 


Pil. (after reading) So, fo, if the little Villager proves | 


too virtuous, I am to pracure canonicals, and tie the 
nooſe myſelf, EN En” 


N | ES | Cour . 


dan 
. 


. 


. 


Mah ” 
2. 
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Cour, (afide) Hem ! ; 
Fil. But where is he to carry Her? 

Ant. Me no mind; to Londre, perhaps. ' | 
Vil. And then leave her to wretchedneſs and wantz 3 
but that's nought to me, I want caſh, and your maſter's 
as generous as a prince. —I play'd deep the night before 
we left town; my lord, I knew, would not want me, ſo | 
two or three of us dreſſed, took our maſter's names, 
went to a club of jolly dogs, that neither knew us, 
nor our connexions, where we paſs d for my Lord, Sir 


Robert, and his Grace; and efaith I loſt a good round ſum, 
but you know I neyer flinch, and we were in for't pretty 


deep, both liquor and caſh, | 

Cour. (aide) A very modeſt gentleman, truly. 

Vil. But mind, the beſt of it's to come.—I was left in 
town two days, to purchaſe things, in order to take after 
them, when what ſhould I ſee in the news- paper, but 2 
long rigmarole, of his Grace, Sir Robert, and my Lord 


| ſuch an one, being pigeon'd by ſome greeks and black» 


legs, at philipi, and their names poſted up all over St. 
James's, for refuſing to pay their debts of honor, —Ha | 


ha! hal ha! 


Ant. Ha! ha! ha! Ma "TY dat 1 vas s keeping up the 
| ſpirit of de cauſe,—But be ſecret, and we had beſt not ſee 


yon anotre again, for fear creat Leier. 0 going— returns) 
Not a Vord. 


Vil. As cloſe; as wax; my y hdy £ lap-dog, or bee 
monkey, ſhall not be more ſecret. 


Aut, For bein, adieu. IE Ho. 
„ | Breunt at pol. deors. 


| Gur, 


* ov » dew © ©, & 
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i Aa forward) Upon my. word, pretty M r. 


1 toon Harry ! here's a ſnare. W (eue but 


* to extricat - 
ExrERn Lond MarcuMont from the Pavilion. 


Apropos, my Lord, I have a ſecret to communicate; but 
as it is of conſequence, muſt enjoin you to lence. ay 

Lord M. Proceed, fir. | 

Cour, O the moſt villainous plot you ever heard of, — _ 
nothing leſs than the ſeduction of Emmeline, under pre- 
tence of marriage; and the perſon n no other than _ | 
_:Jordſhip's brother, 
Lord M. Henry! you confound me; it t eannot be.— 

Excuſe me, fir, but I perceive it's nothing more than a 
falſe tale, to wean me from my friend, and ſow diſſention 
in the place of love. Mean artifice! by 

Cour. My Lord, you wrong me, as I am a man,—O 
* the wretch who would divide a family like yours, 

to pleaſe the workings of a ſavage heart, be ever barr'd 
from the ſweet pleaſures which attend on virtuous deeds. 
Tord M. No more! thou art that wretch, who ſtrives 
to gild thy narrow motives with the ſhew of ſervice. 

Cur. My Lord! my Lord! did any other man 
but I forbear; I know myſelf, and wa but to L | 
your brother's honor. | 

Lord MA. Tis falſe, prevaricating man. 

Cour, Confuſion ! yet I'll command myfelf, 

Tord M. Begone, * * the guardian 28 bro- 
ther's honor, 
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Cour, Nay, then, re done; your father would have 
ſcorn'd to uſe me thus.— III praiſe your brother to the 
very ſkies; preach up his continence to all the world; 
and, laſtly, leave the lovely Emmeline to ruin.—(going. ) 

| Lord M. Hold, hold, ſir; forgive the  treſpals of a man 
driven to deſparation. 

Cour. No, fir; I have ſufficiently witneſſed the intem- 
perance of your mind. 

Lord M. Believe me, you have ſucceeded more by 
yielding to my wiſh, than the moſt obſtinate perſiſtance 
could have gain'd. 

- Cour. Sir, I poſſeſs the Rom of A man, and know 
when I'm injur'd. 

Lord M. I know thy generous ſoul.— Let me entreat 
thee to forgive the ravings of a mind o'ercharg'd.—Come 
to the Caſtle; and as we walk along unfold the he hiſtory of 
the whole device. | | 


Lord Marchnont' Dreſſng Rooms 
| Viuzans, anne his _ 


vil O how fick I am of this ſtupid country already! 
No game - no ſport going forward. The women are ſo 
plaguy modeſt, that it puts a fellow out of countenance to 
look at them; and the men ſuch damn'd ſtupid dogs, 

ſcarce ever touch a card, or if they do by chance murder a 
rubber at whiſt, *tis not for more than two-pence the 
point, Devil take mes if 1 n W what I was 
about — 97; 

ExTZu 


* 
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Eurzs Lonp MARCHMONT. | 


Tard M. Are you not a pretty ſcoundrel, firrah ? 

Hil. What have I outs my Lord, I don't N 
you? _ 
Lord M. What have you done, culprit l can Fen have 
the aſſurance to aſk me? What were Antoine and your- 
ſelf about, in ſuch ſecret converſation, juſt now? 

Vil. (afide) O the devil! Pardon me, my Lord; 1 don't 
think any maſter has a — to enquire into the ſecrets. 
of his ſervants. _. 

Tord M. No evaſions, ks; ſpeak the ich, * 

Fil. (afide) O Antoine, what will become of us * | 
No, impudence, aſkiſt me, and * 4 good lie at my 

tongue's end. | 
Tord. M. What ate you awtteclag, (coundrel? | BA 
Vil. Why, my Lord, I was ſaying, that t thought it 
very hard to be obliged to break my word with my friend; 
the honor of a ſervant is as dear to him as his lord's, ſir. 

Lord M. (laying hola of him) Damn you, and your honor 
too, you raſcal; tell me inſtantly, or Pll ſhake _ 
coward heart to atoms. : 
Vil. O mercy, m—m—my Lond, and I will en 
you immediately. 

Terd M. (throws him from _ There, vill be 
quick, 
Fil. (afide) 1 have it ann this Fr be n 
when he falters Lord M. threatens. to draw his ſword ) Why 
your lordſhip muſt know, my friend, Mr. Marchmont's 


| —_— Antoine I mean, when at Calais, fell! in love with 
4 pretty 
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a pretty fille de chambre, whom he promis'd to marry, my 
Lord; and ſo, my Lord, as he came away, I—I mean, as 
he did not promiſe; pho, as he did not perform his pro- 
| miſe, ſhe is come over with a child, and ſwears it is his; 
and your lordſhip knows, that ſuch poor fellows as we, 

to be ſaddled with a wife, is very bad; and as nothing but 
marriage will go down, now-a-days, with ſuch ſort of 
folks, I am to quiet the girl's conſcience, by procuring a 

gown and caſſock, and performing the ceremony in the 

great hall, Now you have it, fir. 

Lord M. And that is real] ly all, my very honorable w- 
tleman. | 
"LC ied ) Yes, my Lord; that is the truth, 0 
the whole upon my— | 

Lord M. Hold, ſeoundrel; and dare not perſiſt by an 
oath, in ſuch a villainous falſhood. Why was Henry's, 
_ Emme's, and my name mentioned? But go, fir, into my 
ſtudy, and there I'll ſecure you till I have leizure to ſettle 
this buſineſs; when, if you heſitate, you quit my ſervice z 
but if honeſt, I may reward you. | 

Vi. (ſneaking ) Yes, ſir, 


Exit into the ſtudy. 
Lord M. (locks the door) Now you are ſafe I muſt ſeek 
Harriet, as the appointed time draws near to meet Sir 


dave. 51 
| | Exit, 


4 Country Scene. 
Eur Con, with Men and Won. 1 


Colin. Come, my lads and laſſes, the hour's at hand, in | 
which we are to begin our ſports at the Caſtle; you 
| | 1 | know 


CC — 
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know there is a double cauſe to rejoice, the anniverſary of 
our young lord's birth, and the immenſe fortune which 


falls to him,— So ſelect. your beſt ae beſt * heſt 
looks, for the occaſion. 


*Tis the merry month «< may; | 

| Lads and laſſes haſte away, . 
Trip! It lightly to and fro, | 
As the MDIZF round we go. 


While ſol's meridian luſtre is diſplay 'd, 
Let's ſeek the covert of the friendly ſhade ; 
Then ſearch, with gladſome hearts, and minds ſerene, 
| 'T he faireſt nymph, ta crown our village queen, 


Chorus=— Tis the merry, &c, 
by . Exeunt, 
The Mood. 
EnTzr Lapzes CAROLINE AND HARRIET, 


Lady H. So, the combatants have not yet met. 

Lady C. O dear, how I tremble — Are you ſire the 
piſtols, will do no miſchief * Harriet, I feel my- 
ſelf quite a coward, 

Lady H. Depend upon it, they are ſaſe; I would' not 
truſt to any hut myſelf; and ſhould he draw his ſword I 
haye pretty well ſecured that too; ſo ſet thy heat at refs 
child—no.miſchief can enſue, | 

Lady C. But ſee, here comes Frederick, 


Lach th Aye, and our young eier retire. 
| Eau. 
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Ern Ebb and toe Corowtt, met by Lozp 
MARCHMONT and HENRY. 


ford Me I am 1 to find you adit Sir Harty: 
Emme. O, my Lord, in a point of honor I never fail. 
Lord M. Gentlemen; yoitll mark the ground, 
Hen. (as he meaſures) 1 think, Gentlemen; this had 

much better be ſettled by the lady's own choice. You 

cannot imagine ſhe will take 2 murderer to het arms, 
Lord M. No, the prize is too valuable to be ſo coolly 


given up. 
Emme. True; my Lord, by the ſword 8 can it be 
decided. | e 


Lord M. I ſientioned piſtols in my note; Sir Harry. 

Emme: I am provided with both, à prettier brace were 
never fir'd upon any occaſion. 

Lord M. Well, fir, as you have ſword in Hand. (Draws: 

Emme, Hold, my Lord; you have not given yourſelf time 
to obſerve that your. weapon is deficient, 


{Lord 2 perceiving his fword wunde part 'of its blade, 
throws it away and takes the piſtols ; he * Emmeline 
fires both hers in the air: ) 


 Emme. You have one left, my Lords, uſe your pleaſure. 
Lord M. You have the advantage, Sir Harry, it hurts 
me to owe ſo much to a _—_ yet I will ever ae 

your ſuperiority. | 
Emme. Your Lordſhip owes me ang mn my 
cooler temper only which made me act with juſtice, and 
notwithſtanding the attention her ladyſhip has honor'd me 
with ſinse my arrival, I have as much to dread from her 
| 4 A” deciſion 
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deciſian as your lordſhip; ; for ſince I haje known and , 
converſed with Lord Marchmont, the little ſtock of con- 
fidence I had acquired has entirely vaniſhed. (Lord M. 
| bows and walks with Henry) You'll allow me ſome 


little ſhare of merit, I hope, my good Colonel. 


Cal. Moſt 5 r I aflure vou. | 
ExTER LADIES CoRoLINE AND HARRIET, 


* C. What dreadful exploſions were thoſe? Fie! 
fie! Gentlemen. | 

Lady H. Dear F. rederick : are you hurt, ſpeak; and eaſe 
your Harriet's fears 

Lord M. (to Lady H.) My life is ſafe (to Lady C. ) but 
tremble for my ſenſes; that gentleman, madam, too juſtly 

deſerves the pleaſures which await him. 
Laa C. (aſide) Generous Frederick! | 
Emme. Dear Lady Caroline, will you permit me to 
hope the continuance of your ſmiles. 

Lord M. Oh ! quickly, quickly, Caroline, let me —_— 
my doom! 


( Lady C. in pulling out her handkerchief drops the picture, 
which Lady H. takes up.) 


Lady H. The portrait of the favor'd youth, now I'll 
decide. | 
Lord M. No, by have her lips eas ſhall pronounce 
me wretched. (Takes it from her and puts it in his boſom.) 
Lady C. I beg your Lordſhip will return the picture, 
I'll not decide till T have it in my poſſeſſion. | 
Lord M. Js it of ſo much moment to your Ladyſhip. 
3 | Lady C 
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+ Jad C. No matter, fir, I expect to have it. 
Lord M. No, never, madam, I'll keep it, and if I like 
it not, will curſe it as I gaze upon it. 
Lady C. Colonel, Henry, Harriet, force him to . 
Col. At diſcretion, madam— poſſeſs'd of the original 
you will not want the cop. 
Lord M. For heaven's ſake, * an eaſe my 
| ſuſpence ! | 
Lady C. I thought but now your LO wiſh'd to 
protrac̃t it. 
Tord M. I ſcarce know what 1 viſh, a certain evil 
cannot be a greater pain. 
Emme. (with a ſtifled laugh) Pity me, dear madam, and 
crown my hopes. 
Lady H. Look, F rederick at the n you cannot 
fail to know it. 
Lord M. I dare not, nantes, I but too plainly read my 
deſtiny. 
Lady H. Thou art deeply kkill'd in phyſiognomy, my 
quickſighted brother.. 
' Lady C. I verily think he'd not believe his own ſenſes 
, Were he to ſee him. Tl try. (Draws a mu mirror and 
puts it before his face.) 
Lord M. (flarts.) No, *tis impoſſible, cruel, unge- 
nerous Caroline, to trifle with my miſery, Yet, Oh : yet 
encourage this ray of hope which dawns upon me. 15 
Lady C. No, indeed, Frederick, I have gone far enough. Y 
Lord M. (taking out the picture) Then this is my laſt 
reſource: a ſhort hour ſince I ſaw thee preſs it enraptur'd 
to thy heart, then to thy lovely lips. My trembling limbs 
| --- Ou 
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can ſearce ſupport their burthen—but now { opens the caſe) | 
by all that's gracious tis myſelf. Am I awake? O yes, 
tranſporting thought! Joy, joy unutterable! 

Emme. Come, my dear madam, no longer diſguiſe . 

timents which reflect honor on yourſelf. 

Lerd M. Can you plead for me. 

Lady C. I ſhould bluſh could any plead mote torcibly 
than my own heart for the errors of one to whom I give 
my hand: If it is not too dearly bought, my Lord, tis 
your 8. 

Lord M. Exquiſite gift ! my future life hall ſtudy to 
deſerve ſo precious a donation. (K iſſing her band.) 

Emme. Accept, my good Lord, my congratulations 
upon this happy event, and may my dear Lady Caroline 
ever enjoy ſuch bleſſings as her virtue merits. I muſt 
entreat your Lordſhip's pardon for having join'd in this 
perplexing ſcheme, which but for the requeſt of your 
amiable ſiſter and Lady Caroline I had not dar'd to. 

Lord M. Sir Harry! | | 

Emme. So you don't recognize me yet. 

Cal. Did you never, neee ſee our little God of 
War before. 
Lord M. No, never till this mornings 

Emme. Wonderful! So really in your formidable rival, 
you cannot trace the features of the grateful Emmeline. 

Lord M. Emmeline! but ſo in truth it is. How infa- 
tuated not to perceive this was a trick upon me; but I am 
too happy not to forgive any artifice that has rendered me 
ſo, even my ſaucy ſiſter and her confederates ; but, Emme, 
you ſhould never _— that babit, it becomes you Won- 
derfully. 


2 
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Emme. A ſtraw hat and ruſſet gown become me much 
better, theſe gaudy trappings ſuit not with my humble 
Nate, 

Lady H. Caroline will tremble I truſt to own March- 
mont's in poſſeſſion of her — and his lordſhip be again 
ſuſpicious, 

Tord M. Never, on my | faith, not by my fondeſt hopes 
of bliſs will I ever harbour ſuch a thought. | 
Lady H. * Tis very hard, Colonel, that we ſhould never 


meet with theſe ſmiling petit manceuvres, 1 loſe all thoſe 
fine rhapſodies. 


Col. My ſprightly Harriet's heart has not learnt to diſ- 
guiſe its ſentiments. I found her candid and generous 
beyond my fondeſt hopes. 

Lady H. Aye, aye, Grenville, you angled woll, and I 
ſwallow'd the bait, But come, the old folks RY 
wait our return. 

(al. — my little Son by Mars, you lead the van. 


Exeunt, 


4 Room in the Caſtle Enter CouxskR, who flops ſhort on 
| perceiving the approach of HENRY and EMMELINE. 


Cour. 80, now for a confirmation of Maſter Villars's 
intelligence, | _ (Withdraws) 


ENTER Hanzy AND — 


Hen. Why, deareſt Emme, do you fly me chus, why 
ſhun the man who lives but in your ſight. 

Emme. Hold, Mr. Marchmont, do not betray yourſelf to 
be a villain, but retrieve this error ere you go too far, 
diſgrace not yourſelf by profeſſing a paſſion for one ſo 

much your inferior, nor ſhock my ears with a ſubject I 
| neither can, nor will attend to, 
| Hen, 


4. 
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Hen. My love is unalterable, and time will but add to 
the ardency of my paſſion, therefore, ſweet girl, thoſe eva- 
ſions will avail thee nothing; my heart, fortune, all but 
my name are thine ; diſtract me not then by a refuſal, that 
fair form was never made to paſs unnoticed, nor ink into 
the arms of an unpoliſ d clown. 


Come, be not ſo coy, | 
I pray thee, dear maid, 
Of fooliſh world's cenſure 

_ why thus afraid ? 


Emme. This heart ene no fear 
While with innocence bleſt, 
Yourſelf and your offer 
Alike I deteſt. | 2 


3 * 


Hen. Thoſe ſweet prudiſh airs _— 
But enliven a flame, _ q 

Which Emme muſt —— | 
Enme.. bluſh, 3 
| I .0o think Marchmont can names 


* 


Hen. Sincere is this heart, 
Which if you but approve. 


Emme. Deceiver more dare not 
To me talk of love. 


Emme. You think: 1 your rank and fortune a Lufficient | 
ſanction for inſulting a poor ruſtic, who owes her little all to 
the aunty of 12 generous family.— For ſhame, ſir, 
believe 


{ ( 


ite ee A 
believe an humble cottager, that pleaſures thus purſued, 
will draw reflexion's bittereſt pang, which all the ſplendid 
treaſures of the eaſt can never ſooth.— The high- born, 
proud fortune's favorites, think *tis their province to in- 
fult and triumph o'er the poor. — How does this luxuriant 
age debaſe thoſe bright perfections, which inhabit man, 

and make his glory dwindle to the duſt! Widely different 
the laborious indigent z induſtry raiſes the natural dignity 
of the ſoul, and renders the happy toiler _ but proud 
| only of his pate in virtue. 


Can wealth, to the ſoul, joy imparts 

Whoſe dictates unprincipled prove * 
Deluſions, which ſeize on the heart, 

And, alone, thro' ſuch pleaſures can rove; 


Tis virtue's fair precepts I prize, 
| Solid pleaſures that never can ceaſe z 
And ſmile ſuch falſe honors to ſcorn, 
While this boſom's © the Manſion of FRO? 1 


Hem: Thou ſhalt be my lovely monitor; when bleſt 

with thee, no ſtorm ſhall e'er divide, or rudely blaſt my 
future joys. Come then, my love, throw off thoſe old 
pedantie rules, and bleſs your Henry's arms. Let the ſoft 

| voice of love calm all your gentle fears. Nay, it muſt be ſo; 
this ſilence, and that ſweet —_—_ bluſh, et | 
my certain bliſs. | 
Emme. How far will you degrate yourkelf ? Unhand 
me, =. | | 


Bar, f 
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| Hen. ( Ariving to detain ber) No, on my ſoul, di vino, 


| i . Emme; you ſhall not go til I have ſome faint 


ray of hope. — This kiſs 
Emme. (breaking from him) "ng ;nfulting March- 


mont Know that fear is no inhabitant of my ſoul.— 


*T was againſt my ſex's delicacy to draw from frolics ; but 
to preſerve my honor I dare do any thing. (Keeps him at 
bay with ber ſword 11 at the ſide of the jun; then runs 


af-) 
Hen. A little Pine puſs ! 1 thought or * 


| temper would have ſunk in tears, and then ſhe'd ſure! y 


have been mine ; but efaith, her pride has taken the alarm, 
and ſtratagem muſt be my reſource. (going) 


CounskR comes forward. 


Cour. Ha! ha! ha! Well met, Harry. . had ſuch 


ſport; but now as I was coming in, a rav*nous wolf had 


fallen on a lamb, the only oftspring of a tender ewe; 


| happ'ly for her I knew it by its mark.—Conceiving the 


woe a parent muſt endure, to behold the object of 
her early care torn in her view by a relentleſs beaſt, I made 


a blow full in his curſed nape; and ſaw him, falling, 


gnaw the clotted ground, while the poor bleating thing, 
as conſcious of the deed, follow'd my fteps, and thank'd 
me with her tears of ſilent joy. ——Do you applaud the 
deed * Ee: 4 | 

Hen. Moſt aſſuredly. 

| Cour. And think me Juſt *. 5 

Hen. I do. 


Caur. 
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Cour. Then, fir, prepare yourſelf. —You are that wolf, 
Emme the helpleſs lamb, Danvers the tender ewe. Vou 
are the wretch that would, by one curſed crime, have 
null'd the exiſtence of a worthy pair; brought to a timeleſs 
grave the anxious mother, with that diſeaſe, which is alone 
an over match for human ſtrength, a broken heart; and 
left the other, unfeeling, to the world, „ forlorn. 
(Offers him a piſtol, which he refuſes.) | 
Hen. Conſider where we are; this is my ſanctuary, 
my father's houſe.—Profane not then this hoſpitable man- 

ſion with your bloody threats. 

Cour, The man who's loſt to every virtuous thought, | 
no temple ſhould ſecure; I'd force my paſſage thro? the 
holy dome, and, at the altar's conſecrated foot, ſtab the de- 
voted victim of my rage, tho? the next blow was levelPd 
at my heart. (offers it again.) 

Hen. Well, fir, I'll give ſatisfaction any other time; 
| but now I'm wanted by the Earl. 

Cour. Then, like a coward, live; but mark me, fir, if 
I'm witneſs to this ſcene again, I'll cane you on the ſpot, 
tho? your whole hoſt of friends were ſtanding by.— This 
ſince you dare not fight, 

Exit. 

- Hen, Death and damnation ! and muſt I then be brav'd 
by him? No more. Were I now to give her up, he'd take 
the merit to himſelf, and that ſhall never be.—I will have 
her, tho' death is the dower.— But then this fooliſꝰ 
n 
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Love ai honor rack me, 
RR. Each by turns diſtract me, 
ES O the pain is too much which I feel; 

Love would baſely ruin, 

Honor comes purſuing, 
| | : My barbarity ſtrait to reveal. | 

ot But, come what there may, ſtill determin'd am 1, | 

| My ſcheme to purſue, poſſeſs, conquer, or die. 


End of the Stcond Aft 
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Dawvers ſpinnjng at the dor of her Cattage, EMME comes 
| " forward, 


EMMELINE, 


Bx ſorrow to that breaſt a ſtranger, 
Ev'ry breeze ſweet hope reſtore 
Every hour guard thee from danger; 
Ah! think ſome bleſſing's yet in ſtore, 


| Behold the ſprightly feather'd choir, | 
With cheerful notes diffuſe their ſong; 
Their downy throats with joy diſtending, 
In varied ſounds the whole day long. | 


The vernal beauty of the fields, | 
And radiant ſummer's lengthen'd day z 
The golden ſtore that harveſt yields, 
Bid man be cheerful and be gay, 


I wish 1 cohld ſee you ſo, my deareſt mother; but " 


will not deſpair; fomething flatters me with the proſ- 


pet 
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pect of a happy re-union of my honor'd parents.— This 
you ſay is the family eſtate ; ſure he will return. 

Danv. O, no my child! *twas that hope which has con- 
fin'd me to this ſpot ſo long; ſure, that if he ever ſhould 
return, this is the firſt place he would viſit—But Oh! 
my Emmeline, thy father and the beſt of huſbands is loſt 
to us for ever; for if he lives, he has, perhaps, another wife, 
another Emmeline, while we are quite forgotten. 


Emme. Baniſh thoſe thoughts, my deareſt mother; here | 


comes the kind ſtranger, who made ſo many enquiries of 


me this morning, and whom I afterwards ſaw at Lord 
Ormond's.—1 Il ſtep in for a few moments, and then you'll 
accompany me to the caſtle, | 

Danv. If you pleaſe; for I am mejancholy, and you 


ſeem to have caught the infection, 
| + Exit Emme, 
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ir W. I ons been founding moſt of my tenants, and 
find them well affected towards me, 

Danv. (afide) His Tenants! O heavens! tis. then 
beyond all doubt; loft, as my Hargrave thought, his child, 
he has will'd his eſtates to this ſtranger ;. and that faint hope 
which Emme itrove to raiſe, has vaniſh'd like a dream. 

Sir W. This villager hangs on my mind ſtrangely.— 
Ormond was ſo engag'd, that I had no opportunity to ſpeak 
to him about her,—( OY Danvers) Do _ belong to 
this cottage, friend? I 
Danv. (agitated) Your pleaſure, if I ſhould, fir ? 

Sir M. I * to ſpeak t to your fair daughter. 

6 | h : Danv. 
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Danv. She will be here, ſir, in an inſtant. 


Sir W. (to himſelf) I know not if I ſhould do well, but 
this girl's elegant ſimplicity has fo charm'd me, that I wiſh 


to adopt her in lieu of the ſweet Emmeline Pve loſt, — 


But my loy'd Eliza can never be reſtor'd; never ſhall my 
ears be bleſt by that enchanting voice. O Sir Philip! 
what miſery has thy curſt ambition entail'd upon thine 
own offspring, and the wretched Hargrave! 

Danv. (afide) whither does deluding fancy lead me? 


| ſure, or I waking dream, the names of Enaexliudh Eliza, 
Hargrave, ſtruek my aſtoniſh'd ears. Support me in a 


trial I know not how to ſtand. (coming forward.) O gene- 
rous ſtranger, if eber affliction's arrows pierc'd your noble 


_- heart, diſdain not comfort to the poor diſtreſt; but crown 


a feeble woman's latter hours with unexpected peace, and 
anſwer my queſtions with the candour of a friend. 
Sir IW. Command this boon, if I can give it. 
Danv. You ſeem acquainted with the name of Hargrave. 
O tell me if he's 
Sir IV. Amazement! know'ſt thou aught of Hargrave ? 
Danv. Know him! O heaven ! but delay not thus to 
grant what I require. Does he till live? 
Sir W. He does, but wherefore this? 
Danv. Mock me not with ſuch a ſhew of joy, if Har- 
grave lives how then are we your tenants ; 3 this eſtate i is 


his. 


Sir WV. True, and in me you'll find the man your Goods 

ſo much concerns. (Danvers diſcovers great emotion) How 
now, what new misfortune ! if Hargrave has unwittingly 
done thee wrong, he will reſtore it ten-fold. Speak, 8 


Danvers. 


Danv. 
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' Danv. Not Danvers, but Eliza, the happy Eliza, 


* of old Sir Philip, and my Hargrave's wiſe ( _ J 


Exrzx Coun, 


Sir Ir. Voung man, one moment's s afiſtance. 


(ul. My good Danvers, what has occaſioned this 15 
Sir W. Bleſt moment, ſee, ſhe revives! 5 
Danv. Where am I, returned to miſery or life? 


Exrzn EMMELINE. 


* Emme. Deareſt mother, ſpeaks or your Emmeline will 


fink with grief. 


Danv. (wild) I have ſeen him, been in his fond em- 
drace, been in my Hargrave's arms. O why not ſtilf 
enjoy the dear deluſion, till death,; terrifie . had rob'd 


me of ſenſation. 
Emme. Be compos'd, dear mother, 


Danv. Yes, I will live for thee, my child, and when we 
fink into eternal ſleep, we ſhall behold your father. 


Sir V. Alas! this prenzy ! I'd beſt be careful leſt ſhe 


ſhould relapſe. Sweet Maid; tell her Sir TIER Hargrave 


lives, and is expected here. 
Emme. Heard yeu that, dear mother? If Hargrave 


is my father he lives to reward your ſufferings. But O, 


deceive us not, what e have you for this ſtrange 


aſſertion. 


Sir M. Sweet love, the ſtrongeſt i in the world, for & am 
huſband to this dear ſuffering ſaint. 


Danv. Ha! what hufband ! *twas a well-known voicey 


or was it but the chimera of a tortur'd brain 
Sir 
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Sir N. No, my Eliza, 'tis no chimera, but a joyful 
truth. Your Hargrave, your huſband is reſtor'd. 
Danv. This is no phantom, but my long-loſt love. O, 
my child, partake thy mother's joy, and receive the bleſſ- 
ing of a father, 
Emme. Thus let me receive it. (hneels, Sir W. raiſes 
ber) Joy to my honor'd ſire, joy to my deareſt mother. 
Danv. You, my child, were right, when ſtriving to divert 
my thoughts from care, and vibrate in my ears, You'll ſtill be 
happy; I'm now completely ſo, and, dear Sir William, 


look on this honeſt ruſtic as the cauſe of all thoſe bleflings 


Lat laſt enjoy. His father gave us to the protection of 
the worthy Ormond, and Colin ever ſince has ſmooth'd 
the thorny paths of life, by thoſe comforts which true friend- 
| ſhip can alone excite. Look on him, therefore, as the 
preſerver of your wife and child. 

Sir W. My good friend, words are not ſufficient 
to expreſs my gratitude, a] actions only * can repay your 
kindneſs. | 

Emme. Good Colin, do but juſtice to the worthy Phoebe 
and you ſhall want for nothing. 

Col. Think not, dear madam, that I'm incapable of ſin- 
cerely feeling this joyous event of your and my honor'd 
lady's happineſs. As for Phœbe, with a heart replete 
with gratitude, ſhe meant this _ to thank you. We | 
again are friends. | 

Emme. I rejoice to hear it ( to Sir W. )1 How adn my 
dear fir, did I think this morning, 'twas my father 1 con- 
vers'd with. | 
Sir N. Or how could 1 ſuppoſe the gay Sir Harry was 
my dau __ 

- = Diuanv. 
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Danv. But ſay, my love, what happy Mi has tics 
| reſtor'd you to me, and by what means my letters never 
reach'd you 

Sir W. That muſt be owing to my refileſs diſpoſition. | 
The man whom *twas thought I killed made himſelf. 
known to me near three years ago; but deprived of my 
moſt valued treaſures, I pictur'd little comfort on my 
native ſoil, but Ormond's friendſhip urg'd me to return; 
in compliance with his, not my own nn. 1 vilted my 
E | | 

'Danv. How was it, I never heard you ſpeak. Lord 
Ormond's name ? Had I but known the friendſhip which 
now reigns between you, we had not fo long been ſepa- 
rate. | | „ 4 5 
Sir W. Ormond and myſelf quarrel'd a ſhort time pre- 
vious to our marriage, and a great coolneſs ſucceeded the 
moſt cordial intimacy, when an explanation a few years 
paſt, once more ſecur'd us friends. 
5 Emme. How will his generous boſom * this un- 

. change of fortune! 


That compaſſion which reigns in his breaſt, 
Bids mine with fond gratitude burn, — 
Thoſe bounties receiv'd from his hand, | 
Can ne'er meet with an equal return. 
Like a parent he taught my young heart, 
To behold him with honor and love; 
If I pleas'd him he call'd me his child, 
If wrong with a ſmile would reprove. 


Like 
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Like the nightingale perch'd on yon bough, 
Who ſings away ſorrow and woe, 
And as glides the ſoft murmuring ſtream, 
His praiſe in ſweet numbers ſhall flow. 


Sir W. Let us haſte to join with him in mirth and glad 
feſtivity ; and on the road inform me why you prefer'd 
poverty to the charms of luxury with your friends in town. 

| Exeunt, all but Culin. 


Col. So Emma proves to be a fine lady at laſt, but here 


comes Phœbe. (Enter Phœbe.) Well, my pretty blue ey'd 


maid, what ſay you. 

Phebe, I came to ſeek areas but Im better leak 
to meet you, Colin. | 

- Cal. Thank you, my girl, but I've ſtrange news for 
you; Emme i is no more a poor cottager but a fine * 
your miſtreſs, Phœbe. 

Phwebe. A fine lady, forſooth, O yes ke but 1 wiſh 
ſhe was; there an't a girl | in the village half ſo good or fo 
handſome. 

Cl. Don't you remember a fine ao aſk'd us 
this morning if we ſhould like to ſee the Lord of the 
Manor, our good Sir William, recurn. 

Pbœbe. Aye! truly, a good looking man in a a fine out- 


landiſh dreſs. 


col. He proves to be Sir William, 2 Danvers and 
Emmeline his wife and daughter. 
Phebe. Indeed, if this is true, I rejoice: at her good for- 


tune, tho? I ſhall loſe a friend. 


Col. mw my girl, we have ſtill the heart of Miſs. Har- 
L 2 Be, grave 
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grave, and the has inclination as well as power to ſerve 
all around her. 
Phoebe. Ay, but I've heard my father ſay, when poor 
people get fortunes, they are ſeldom ſo od or ſo happy 
as when in poverty. 
Cal. Enough of this, my ſweet girl, now to our own 
affairs, When ſhall I call you mine? | 
Phehbe. Henceforth I'll be rul'd by my new lady. 
Col. I'm knock'd out of my chance there. 
But I grieve not fince I my dear Phcebe * 
Phebe. And Phoebe laments not her former diſtreſs, 
The pangs of ſuſpence are ſucceeded by joy, 
Cl. And pleaſures that heighten but never can cloy 
Both, And thoſe who are bleſt with the choice they approve 
Can laugh at the cares that” s occaſioned by love. 
Exeunt. 


/ 
A view of the 22 ; on the right a bank with a canopy. 


of flowers over it. 


ENTER 3 with men dreſs'd in pinł and white, with 
d wreaths on one fide ; and Colin with women dreſs d in like 
manner, with baſkets of flowers on the other; they preſent 
Phebe with the flowers as ſhe fits on the bank, who forms 
them into a chaplet, while every man is led up to her be- 
tween two women Colin laſt, on whom ſhe places the 


chaplet ; he kneels ng. 
(Colin leads her forward ) 


RECITATIVE. 
Phehbe. O forgive, ye gentle youth, 
„ my AE Colin' s truth, 


AIR» 
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| + 
Come in rural ſports and ſong, 
Let us chace life's cares away, 
Tis the tribute of the young, 
On our annual holiday. 
(ul. From ſpring of youth to wint'ry age, 
May the happy Marchmont be, 
Crown'd by all the pow'rs above, 


With health, peace and liberty. 
ä Chorus, Come in rural, &c. 


Coelix AND PhoRBR conducted to the bower, eath Fillager 
draws his partner and _ which ended _ all come 


forward. 


Phe. The damps begin to fall, and though in the 
houſe different ſports await us, yet not pleaſing I truſt. 
Col. My Phoebe counſels right. But our muſical 
farmer has not given us the ſong yet he made on this ) Joy- | 


ful occaſion. 


Fil. The ſetting ſun with golden beams, 
Rides down the weſtern ſky, 
And bids us now our ſports prepare 
For this * 


With tuneful * and frolics gay, 
Let all the plains reſound, 
And harmony and mutual love 
Within this ſpot abound. 
Extunt, 


$ 
Lg 


„ 8 


4 Suit of Rooms. 
ENTER Masxs. Hzxay as a Sultan, 


Hen. Where is this bewitching girl? Ha, Voila, 
| Sweet Shepherdeſs, a word with you. 

Emme. Noble Sultan, I am not form'd to converſe with 
the great, far other entertaining joys I ſeek, more pure, 
more innocently tranquil than thou doſt. To riſe with 
the ſweet herald of the morn, and tread with quickening 
ſep the dewy mead, gently to tend the objects of my care. 
I feel, nor doubt, nor fear, but what my faithful ſhepherd 
can diſpel, and tremble only at the _—_ which awaits 
my bleating fold. | 
Hen. T'll be that faithful ſhepherd then, ſweet maid, 
and tend with equal care thy flock when thou art weary ; 
and as we ſit upon the riv'let's ſide, I'll cull the choiceſt 

fruits, and ſerenade thee with my pipe and ſong. 

Emme. I thank you, Seignior, but I muſt away. 

Lady C. Come, pretty maid, I'll tell thee thy future 
deſtiny, much good betides thee, take my word for it. 

Lady H. O, grand Seignior, I'II tell thee who is falſe 
to thee in thy ſeraglio, and to whom tho rt falſe thyſelf. 
T'11 tell you all you with to know if you'll but croſs my 
palm. | 
Hen. I'll do any thing if you'll leave me with this 
ſhepherdeſs. ; 

Lady H. 3 come, alter, we can make nothing of 
— we ſhall meet a better welcome from ſome of thoſe. 

92 5 ( Joins the Maſes) 


1 | Hen. 
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Hen. Come, Emmeline, no more ſcruples, I truſt all 
to my father's clemency, and the prieſt waits in the adjoin- 
ing room, Let but this night enſure thee ming, and I'll 
be ever grateful. | 

Emme. How can I act a part replete with ſuch duplicity. 

Hen. For thy mother's ſake, think on her ſufferings. 

Emme. Her change in life and ſharp afflitions plead 
powerfully with me—for her lake I will accept your offer. 

Hen. My dear charming girl, this kind compliance has 
awaken'd every ftring of ſenſibility. Let us not loſe a 
moment. | 5 | | 

Emme. But mark, I muſt be allow'd the liberty of wears 
ing my maſk till after the ceremony. O perfidious March- 
mont. (aſide ) | | 

Hen. In this and every thing command me. | 

Emme. T'll ſlip on a pink domino, and when you per- 
ceive me give a ſignal and I'll follow you. 35 

Hen. This is beyond my hopes: happy, * 

Marchmont ! but this is no place for raptures. 


Characters come forward. Enter Pins Domino, Henry 
drops his — Dourxo takes it up and follows 


him. 
A younc OxoNIANn, between vn and PLEASURE. 


hom Faith, my ſweet divinities, you are both em 
ing, tis hard to ſay which is moſt deſirable. Let me be 

ever thus attended, if either leave me 1 am ſurely ruin'd. 
Virtue. Let reaſon, gentle boy, with ſteady hand hold 
tight the reins of inexperienced youth. The paths I tread - 
are 
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are impenetrably dark to none but the determin'd blind; 
to ſuch, my willing votaries, the track is clear and level, 
ſtrew'd with harmony and bliſs. 

Pleaſure. Away, pedantic maid; turn here, 1.80 you, 
attend. to her diſguiſe, you'rg loſt for ever. Pleaſure 
awaits thy ſteps, and calls thee forth to taſts thoſe Joys 
which ſhe alone can give. 

Virtue. Truſt not to flattery's alluring tongue, for truth 
on the lips of Virtue only dwells. She is deception all. 
Pleaſure. Haſte with me; I'll introduce thee to extatic 
Joys, which unalloy'd by pa dwell in the bowers of 
luxury and eaſe. ' 

Oxon. (to Pleaſure) There s a debe bs turn in * 
ſweet face, tho' not ſo beautiful as this fair. maid.—But 
you (to Virtue) poſſeſs an air of gravity, which poorly 


ſuits the gaiety of youth. 
Virtue. The placid mind of Virtue's ever cheerful; 'tis 


wanton levity in her, which, for a while may charm, but 
eannot long endure. 


Plea. No more, my boy, ſee Pleaſure wait 
Thy courſe to bend, in ſpite of fate. 


 F:rt. Turn hither, unſuſpecting youth, 
And liſten to the voice of truth. 


Plea. 'Tis Pleaſure chard thy lift *ning ear; 
My precepts follow—baniſh fear. 


Fir t. See Virtue ſigh to conquer thee, 
Plea. While Pleaſure bids thee follow me. 


__ Oxon. 
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Oxon. Go, Virtue, with majeſtic grace, 
And conquer, with that pretty face 
Elſewhere, for know, at Pleaſures ſhrine 
P'll only bow, dear maid, I'm thine, | 
Thy ſteps I'll conſtantly attend, 
Thy vot'ry I, be thou my friend. 
1 | Scene cloſes. 


A Room. 
ENTER PINK Domino, HENRY and CLERGYMAN. 


Hen, What, not yet, dear Emmeline, how long muſt It 


be n by this cruel ſilence. 


Lnvan Tn OxMonD, Sin William and T.avy 
HaAn GRAVE, with LADIES CAROLINE and HARRIET, 
and CoLONEL GRENVILLE, | 


Hell and confuſion, my father! | 

Lord Or. You may well ſhrink from the ſight of an ln. 
ſulted parent. How could you thus deceive me, when 
my ſoul glowed with warm paternal friendſhip ?-Dop you 
fir, throw off that ſacred habit, and diſplay the villain in * 
trueſt colours. 

| ( Clergyman diſcovers 1 If to be Lord 1 / | 

Hen. My brother a conſpirator againſt me ! FE. 

Lord Or. Tis well he was, or ruin muſt have been the 
portion of a lovely innocent, —My affection might have 
overlook'd the error of youth, had you married het, when 
I conſidered the intrinſic value of the amiable girl; but 
this act of infamous duplicity my ſoul abhors; 5 and mark 
M | .._ ms 


ry | 
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me, fir, had you ne'er deceiv*d'me I ne'er had re a 
tyrant; but now, the daughter of my friend ſhall be your 
wife, or I renounce you for my ſon, 
Hen. My Lord, ſuffer —— | | 
Lord Or. Not a word, fir; I'll be obey'd ; nor dare 
enter my preſence, till you can bring ſuch ſentiments: AS 
| render you worthy to be Ormond's ſon. 
Eri. 
Hen. Marry her ! I'll be a beggar fr, 
Lord M. O Henry! had you but mix'd the brother 
with the friend this ne'er had happen'd. 
Hen. Zounds! did your lordſhip never err? 
Lady H. The friend of your ſiſter I nd ů—ůůͥům» 
Hen. Hold, Harriet; none has ſuch a right to cenſure 
as ſhe who ſtands in ſpeechleſs horror, trembling at my 
guilt.— O Emme, deign to forgive a kneeling ſuppliant; 
conſcious of nought to offer in defence, led only by a 
falſe injurious pride, into a fatal error, for which, he ever 
muſt contemn himſelf, if the inſulted Emmeline Bolle not 
forgiveneſs on him. (Domino raiſes hin) Ah ! my beloved 
angel, unworthy as my heart is of you, it muſt be all your 
own; nor thought, nor wiſh, but what my Emmeline 
inſpires, twill ever entertain. Not yet a ſmile ! 
Domino. (diſcovering himſelf to be Zack Courſer. ) Yes, 
I will more than ſmile ; faith, I can't help it.—ha, ha, ha. 
Im deviliſh glad to be unkennel'd again. | 
| (All laugh but Henry, who flarts back confu ſed. ) 
Hen. My friends, I thank you; deep has been laid the 
ſcheme, and well ſupported ; and I juſtly merit the ridicule 
I've met. —I'll now to the Earl, and, by a penitence un- 


| feign' rouſe each 1 feeling, and entreat his pardon, 
| while 
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wh le I requeſt you, my ** to find my Emme, and be 


my kind mediators. 
Exit. 


ENTER Eunzrinz, wel dreſſed. 


"id I proteſt I am quite ill with laughing; to ſee 
Henry kneel, and pour out his whole foul to you, fir, was 
admirable. 

Lady Harg\. Joy to my "I child for her eſcape. 

Emme. Ah! dear , al our thanks are due to this 
good friend. 

Cour. Pho, pho, Ilm | 

Sir IV. Since, my dear, you are fairly rid of your un- 
worthy lover, you'll think of what I ſaid a ſhort time 
ſince ; for be aſſured, a huſband is the beſt ſecurity a hands 
ſome woman can poſſeſs. * 

Enme. (embarraſſed) Pardon me, dear fir, in every 
other inſtance I will endeavour to merit your affection; 
but in the diſpoſal of my hand 1 _ to be indulged with 
the freedom of my choice. 

Lady Harg. Far be it from us to force your inclina- 
tions; but we would adviſe and guide your inexperience. 

Emme. Which advice I will ever hold as ſacred. 

Sir WW. Enough, receive him as your friend, and you'll 
ſoon be convinc'd how Juſtly be deſerves your eſteem. 


ENTER LorD ORMOND. | 


1 Or. (to 1 Well, fair Lady, are you diſpoſed : 
to eee the friend of your father, and of Ormond. by 


1 | - Sa 
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Emme. The man muft rank high in merit, who poſ- 
ſeſſes your lordſhip's eſtimation; ; as ſuch ah ſhall feel honor*d 
by his friendſhip. 

Lady H. Did I not tell you, Sir William, what a prot 
docile creature it was. 4 

Lord Or. Well then, I'Il inform my friend he _ enter 
on his novitiate. 

| Ext. 

Sod bi Whither, my dear OR has - cor 
flown your new rais'd ſpirits. | 

Emme. (repreſſmg a figh ) Madam! 

Lady H. Thoſe half-fetch'd ſighs, my friend Coe, 
come, we are ſo diſpos'd for mirth that we cannot admit the | 
leaſt deviation from it, I aſſure you. | : 
Lord M. Come, be candid, Emmeline; was not my | 

brother the ſubject of your thoughts, 
[38 F, Fll venture to aflert, ſhe would not waſte a 
thought on him. 

Emme. And if Mr. W had causꝰd a per 
reflection, I hope I ſhould not incur your diſpleaſure, fir; 
for however he may have merited my reſentment, I would 
not have him experience the heavy NT of Lord 
Ormond. 

Lady Harg. His baſeneſs, Emmeline, deſerves it. 
Emme. Dear madam, are we not all liable to error. 
Sir M. No more of this, if vou regard us, Emmeline. 

Emme. (to Ladies C. and H.) From you, madam, and 
from you, I hope different ſentiments.— Will you not en- 
treat his lordſhip to abate ſomewhat his ſeverity.— ] other- 
wiſe ſhall think myſelf the W cauſe of all his future 


miſery. 
FR. : | Lad H. 
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— H. Tho! Harry had nearly play'd us ſuch a trick, 
my ſweet pleader, I truſt he will not be 1 wretched: as you 
apprehend. | 

Emme. Pray heaven he may not. 

Sir I. You ſeem wonderfully intereſted about this 
young fellow; I ſhould have thought inſulted pride would 
have ſuggeſted means of revenge. 

Emme. To forgive an injury is the nobleſt revenge upon 
earth, 

Of fack revenge, ah ! take your fu, 
But ne'er with threats and menace kill; 
The youthful heart at times will err, 
Regardleſs of cool reaſon's ſpur z 

But ſtill before reflection's eye, 

The follies fade, the errors die. 


Then cheriſh, pity, and defend, 
From wrath ſevere, your erring friend; 
And teach the world this golden rule, 
©. (Sopraftis'd by the ancient ſchool) 
PR, : That to reclaim a noble heart, 
Let mercy guide correction's dart. 


But here is Lord Ormond; ever indulgent to my y requeſts, 
myſelf will-Heary! 


Exrzn Loxp OrMonD, bringing in HNRv, who keeps 
| Wa back to the Company. 


Hen. 1 lan my Lord— 4 Va 
Lord Or. Speak to that Lady, ſirrah, or by benen 
Hen. You hear, — Im compell'd to ſpeak, but— 


Cour. 


> 
— — —— — — — — X E — — - — — 
- ap 8, 
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Cour. Zounds | what new faſhion'd courtſhi p have: we 
here? Are you afraid to look at her? | 

Hen. Why need I take the pains to view her, fince ſhe 
muſt be mine ; but mark me, "as if you wiſh for *. 
neſs, refuſe me. 

Tord Or. (turns bim round) This is pat endurance 
LK on her, ſir. 5 

Hen. On whom ? I ſee neither viſe, nor - phantom of one, 
here. 

Lady A. (t takes Bin D hand, and points to her ) Look 
here, Henry! 

Hen. Impoſſible! my Fane! 1O ſpeak, my love, for- 
give a wretch, 1 with ſhame, was W waits 
his doom. | 

Emme. O fir, I'm your declar'd W I muſt 
deſpiſe you; and, to be happy, muſt refuſe you. 

Hen. Bleſſings on thoſe lips, they raſe aſpiring hopes 
within my ſoul, ſpite of it's known unworthineſs. 

Emme. Sir William and Lady Hargrave are my parents, 
what they command I ſhall obey. MD 

Hen. How ! Danvers Lady Hargrave. 

Sir IV. Yes, you deceitful. rogue, and Emmeline our 
1 3 but think you, you ſhall have her. 

Hen. If you intend to keep her till you find a man 
who's worthy of her charms, ſhe'll never change her 
name.— But flattering hope fills every pulſe with trand- 
port. —Am I not right, Sir William. | 

Sir W. One is already found, and I have paſs'd my 
word, to-morrow's dawn ſhall ſee her made his wife. | 

Hen. Then farewell every hope of happineſs my fancy 
form'd.— In Emme's love I pictur'd [weet return for all 
_— ; the 
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the anxious hours I have paſs'd, and cloath'd my face in 
ſmiles, while torture wrung my heart; but now, when hap- 
pineſs I thought complete, a ſudden blaſt chills every e 
and nips my future joys. ; 
Sir W.. True, you have been an | imputent ſcoundrel ; 
but my maxim is, forget and forgive.—So take her boy, 
and the bleſſing of a father wait you. 
Hen. And art thou mine, dear Emmeline ? I'm all | 
amazement ! The goodneſs of my friends is wonderful. 
Emme. I dare not truſt my ſenſes —ls not this another 
plot, dear madam ? | | 
Lady Harg. He is our choice, ifs our child has no ob- 
jection. ; 
Emme. But can Lend W ew the hum- 
ble dependant he has raiſed, by the name of daughter ? 
Tord Or. Moſt willingly ! and, with my own children) 
wear you next my heart. 
Our. F. aith, Harry, I * the ſeverity oi * puniſh- 
ment. i 
Hen. My gratitude is due to all; but fans you, my Em- ; 
mallu let a life devoted to your felicity, expiate my | 
faults. 
Emme. They are already eras'd from ws recollection 
Hen. Tranſporting maid ? 
| Lady H. Do hold your tranſports, Harry ; [\ was never 
ſo weary of being ſilent in my life, 
Lord M. Here Henry, take this; I meant it for our' fair 
ruſtic, but now think you ought to be made equivalent at 
leaſt in fortune, ſince in merit you muſt own her Gai 0 


riority. (/miling.) 
Hen, What i is this, Frederick 2 


Lord 1, 


\ 
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Ld M. Part of my eſtate in Nortdninbbrldnd.;; 

Hen. This muſt not be. (offers to return the paper. 95 ; 

Lord MN. No more—it is and ſhall be ſo; had my un- 
ah conſidered right, you would have been his heir; my 


inheritance will be noble, you ate dependant; and I bleſs 


the memory of him, whoſe generolity . me to do an 


act of juſtice. | 
Hen. To perſiſt in the refuſal would: make _—_ unwor- 
thy your generous ſolicitude; accept, therefore, in ex- 
change, my unbounded friendſhip. | 5 

Lord M. Moſt willingly. 

Emme. I believe we are at laſt come to a right woder-" 
ſtanding, and ſhould be perfectly happy, were it in my 
power to recompenſe this gentleman for the obligations he 
has laid me under. 

Sir W. Ah! my Emmeline, prolellons are no inf of 


ſincerity.— Therefore, fir, as a trifling part of the mighty 
debt I owe, look on the eſtate I hold in this place as your 
OWN. . | | | | 


Cour. Pardon me, fir, I was never yet fo baſe as to do 


| good action for the fake of gain. The very act, ſo com- 
mitted, would rankle in my breaſt, and corrode every | 


other virtue. A good 1 day will be ”_ Cour- 
ſer's beſt reward. | 

Sir W. Then I muſt remain your 0 

Lord Or. But ſee, our friends, impatient for our return, 


are come to bara out joy. 


Exrzx Mascus. 


Colin. « to Emme ) Accept our congratulations, Adis. 
Enmme. 
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Emme. Vou, Colin, have acted nobly ; and have as high 
à claim to my . as Four former AY had to my 


_ gratitude, | 
Sir W. (joining the hands of Colin and Phæb⸗ Which 


I am bound to repay as far as your joint wiſhes can extend. 


VvAUBE VILLE. 
 Emmetine in Duet with Henny. + 


 Emme. Poor Emme no longer her paſſion, 
With anguiſh need try to conceal ; 
| But file on my Harry, my lover, | 
| And tell him what rapture I feel. 


__ Dear Emme no longer bu , 
With anguiſh need try to conceal ; 
"While holding my fair to my boſom, 
The rapture's too much which I feel. 


Then join the merry roundelay, 
And trip the giddy maze along 3 
For this is Cupid's holiday, 
And Hymen ſports amidſt the throng. 


Ai H.No dying airs, no jealous fits, 
We've been quite dove-like lovers; 


5 Yet truſt our happineſs as great 
As yours, ma'am (te Lady C.) or my brother” 8. 


(to Henry.) 


Then J gin, &c „ 


N | PRHOEZR 
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8 2 * / 4 
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e But bleſt with Coba faithful heart. 7 
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